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1»REFACE. 



At a period when the fallen Son 

1 

f)f the Mprniiig, hath his Agents bu«* 
sily enapToyed in dissemiimtiMg the 
«eeds ot rank' And p jisonoMs weeJs^ 
in thi:5 ni iltitade of Literary Produo 
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tions that are daily coming lortn, it is 

difficalt to offer a Work to the Public 

cjyc, with a chance of geritTal Appro-' 

batioh^ and yet preseive pirity of 

«€iitiaient and chastity of de:5!gn, 
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PREFACE. 



The Devil is a cunuing Angler^ 
and various are the hues of the Pro- 
ductions he throws on tlic Ocean 
of Life, to catch the unwary. — The 
little gaudy Author is a bait for the 
spring' Season of Youth, — ^The warm 
one, for the Summer heat of Con- 
ception. — And the subtile reasoncr, 
for t\l% ripe hour of Autumnal con- 
clusion.— Perhaps the learned Divines 
may have discovered the Luciieriaa 
Agent who is employed in the drea*- 
jry winter of old age. 
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All are not suli, there are many 
that may be compared to Pilots kind- 
ly steering the tossed Bark to the 
desired Haven ; and could I hope 
that the Essays I offer to the Public, 
were even by a slender tie of con- 
sanguinity allied to this latter class, I 
own I should feel a satisfaction in 
my bosom of v, hich I could not ea- 
sily bedepri/jJ. 

Nature has wisely implanted in 
the human Character, the marked 
' trait of predilection for every thing 
that is its own, every Mother is alive 

A.3 
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to the least appearance of personal 
beauty i n her new born infant, and 
fancies particular sagacity breaks fbrtb 
in its fifst lisping expressions. 

An Author coming forward in the 
Preface of a volume of Poems by . 
declaring that he imagines them de- 
void of beautv, taste, and sentiment, 
is not a Man to whose sincerity of 
profession I should very willingly 
subsei ibe. There is difference bctwwn 

* 

real and assumed modesty, and tho* 
I confess I stop on to the stage with 
a degree of hope, it is indeed intc?^ 
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PREFACE. 



mingled with fear, I have however 
a fort to fly to, and a shield of defence 
to hold up against the shafts of critic 
cism, in saying that I had not a 
Classical Education, and was never at 
school out of my native County ; my 
Essays were gendered in sorrow, and 
brought forth in the deepest recess of 
affliction. I consign them as Chil- 
dren of adversity to the tender svm- 
pathy of a generous Puhlic j not 
doubting that many, very many dis- 

r 

positions will be found more williag 
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.to heal the wounds of sorrow by a 
balmy smile, than nTitate them by a 
galling sneer, 

A Poet's tc^ars are as necessary an 
ingredient in the composition of his 
Fssavs, as the iiik with which he 
writes, and whosoeyei^ imagines that 
an Author can bc^ct ten ler sympathy 
in the bosoms of his readers, unless 
he feels what he writes, is utterly un- 
acquainted with the reality. 

SAMUEL FLXNELIli. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Inhabitants qf the County Tipperary ; . 

THE NoFcIty of the annexed Work entitles it to youfr 
|>artic*iilar Notice, it is peculiarly your own, and if it con- 
tains any Poetic Merit, you will feel yourselves bound by 
Matiirai love of Home to Cherish and Patronize it. Every 
line of its contents was composed in your County, and by a 
Native, who never outstepped its borders for Education.— 
The Pointing was executed in the County, and the Frontis* 
piece paiated ia it 

The Author of the Work tails on you to judge for your- 
aelves ; — He commitu his fame aild every tmog that is deaf 
into your haadjN 



RECONCILED MAIt>. 



'X 



IS thine, O virtue, with thiae eagle 
eye. 
To soar aloft and beat thy crest on high> 
To be a^ firm as adamantine steel. 
And bid the world thy sovereignty feel. 
Such is thy dignity, and such thy. pow'r. 
Thou never fadittg, ever blooming flowV. 
But shouldst thou from thy pedestal ca 

high, 
A smitten wand'rcr from thy path cBpr> 

■ 
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14. ORIGINAL POEMS. 

A weeping wretch^ all friendless and for- 
lorn. 
The world's dread scoflT and its unpiti'd 

scorn ; 
Oh ! then, 'tis thy sweet province to dc-S" 

ccnd. 
Proffer thy hand and be the mourner's 

friend. 
To take her^cntly to thy folding arms. 
To dry her tears and still her dire alarms j 
Theu shou'd the world, in pride of spirit 

frown, 
•*Tis thine, to put that pride of spirit down. 
Oh ! sweet reflection, that tho' oace bc- 

tray'd. 
We hail her now, a reconciled Maid. 
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Forever blasted be the villain's tongue, 

■ 

On which the language of reproach is 

hung ; 
Or, who shall dare, thro' muddy mt to 

wade. 
And wound anew, the reconciled Maid. 
If Angels joy, when sin is wash'd away. 
And crimson hue gives place to white 

array. 
Well may the creatures of this nether 

sphere. 
Receive and cherish, whom they welcome 

there. 

B sr 
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WOMAN. 



o^aFa 



V^ Woman ! lovely as the eye of m 

% 

When Phoebus greets the pearly dew 

thorn ; 
Tho' there are charms in thy bewitcl 

smile. 
Our little cares, and murmurs to begu 
Yet thou, all conquering as thou se 

to be. 
Must fly the field, if thou'rt opposM to 
Tw^as thoU that gave me life, and fon 

pressed, 

}dy infant cheek upon thy downy bre 
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With tears of fondness stealing from 

thine eye, 
*Twas thou that sooth'd me with thy lul- 
laby. 
The sweets of woman's tendcrncss^ I've 

prov'd. 
By woman cherish'd, arid^by woman Ibv'd*. 
How much I ow'd thee, but the debt is paid. 
Oblivion hides it, in her secret shade ; 
Forgotten, dearest Mother, is thy breast. 
My ea^rly pillow, and my infant nest ; 
Oh ! had I perished, ere the flying steed. 
Outstripped the winds, in his unrivall'd 

speed ; 
Ere faithful Idis, all elite, with joje^ 
Froclaimcd the birth of thy ill fated boj* 
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THE LILY. 



X Saw the lily ptire and whitc^ 

Id innocence array'diK 
A picture fair as limpid Hgfct^ 

Of Mary oi the glade ; 
I wept to see it&drooping head> 

Reclin d upon the stem. 
The semblance of my fair, I read. 

Decaying in its gem ; 
And yet, said I, my souFs delight. 

We soon shall meet above. 
When clad in ;undecaying whitCj 
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How sweetly, there, our strains we'll sing^ 

In seraph glad'ning voice^ 
.The Heavens in echo loud shall ring^ 

The angels all rejoice^. 
The sun, no more, nor any heat> 

Shall light upon my fair ; 
No more she'll weep, beneath the weighty 

Of heart consuming care. 
But lighted by Jehovah's ray. 

In presence of the Lamb, 
The harp of God, she'll sweetly play> 

before the |[reat, I am^ 
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Mart of the Glade. 

jLjLlltfOKE^ on the mountain^ I pensiver^ 

8trayd, 
The moor cock loud crowed on the heath» 
The queen of the wild spread her plumage 

pi • . 

to shade. 

Her brood that were sleeping beneath. 

A virgin approached, of a countenance 
fair. 

Of' aspect as meek as a dove, 

A sadness appeared in her mien and her air^ 

I thought her a victim of love j 

Tet, tho' she was sore, and severely dis- 
tressed. 

Still, she was no love stricken maid* 
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X read, from the streamlet that flcw'd on* 

her breast^ 
•Twas Mary, the nymph of the gUde ; 
For long had she dwelt in a neat cottage 

Ihere, 
No sorrow invaded the scene. 
Her mother was tender, as Mary was fair, . 
Her ^Qul was as pure and serene^ 
The music of ^vc, on the morrow of may. 
All ;iature in concert, display'd ; 
A melody sweet, as *twas cheerful and 

gay. 

Was A^ng round the cot in the glade. " 
The hallow'd delights of the sccii% were 
iicarce clos'd^ 
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TThc vesper but died on the gale, • 
The wurblers, but now, in Bweet silence 

repos'd. 
The moon shed her smile oh the vale ; 
When a herald arrayM in the plumage of 

love. 
Saluted the cot in the shade. 
Its mistress he bore to the realms above> 
And left Mary alone i^i the glade. ^ 

Poor Maiy ! she wanders and weeps thro* 

the shades. 
With sorrow pourtray'd in her miisn. 
The pride of the hamlets, the queen of 

"^e ihaids. 
Forlorn, on her own native greeii<^ 
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THE SLEEPING BABE. 



X Saw thee a sleep on thy pillow of rcst» 

How heavenly was thy repose, . 

Thy cheek was reclin'd on fair Emily's 

breast. 
Its tint was the blush of a rose* 
An angel was perch'd o'er the beautiful 

'scene, 

; And kept holy vigil the while,. 
He whisper'd of Heav'n, thro' thy slum* 

ber serene. 
Thou heard and replyM^^BT a s«ib* 
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Thy fond mothcr^s eye as she viewM with 

delight, 
The portrait so lovely and fine, 
Seem'd to borrow it& lustre oi hcavenJf 

light. 
FiR>m the ray of soiae pearl diviM. 
A crystalline dew drop descended her 

check, 
TTwas pure from the fountain of love, 
^was an orison soft as a cherub cou'd 

speak,, 
TTtras. sweet as the breath of a doVf . 
O thou ! said the tear who beholds from 

%e akicfy 
This vale of mutation *clow. 
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Who reads in our hearts, and who read* 

in our eyes, 
The cKbings af joy and of woe ; 
Oh thou ! who hail'd Samuel thy prophet 

of old, 
-When slumber his eye-lids had seaPd,^ 
When thou will'd, as by scriptural truth 

wc are told, 
^Thy law shou'd to him be reveal'd. 
O Ffttber I look down on this babe at 
r ray breast. 

And call him to priesthood divine, 
O ! gr?int to thy handmaid her dearest 

request, 
Thar her first born fruit— may be thine. 

ca 
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QUERY and ANSWER^ 



VV HENCE flow the still waters that 
nourish the soul. 
The streams of the river serene. 
That freely replenish the wanderer *s bowl. 
In the valley that's lowly and green ^ 
From the fountain of Sion the rivulet 

flows. 
Divine is the source of the stream. 
On the side of its banks let me ever re- 
pose, 
And sweetly of Paradise dreams 
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Oh i there, Mary dear, I shall visit thy 

shade. 
We'll think on. our sorrows no more. 
And sure.thou wilt greet me, my heavenly 

maid. 
With joy on thy own native shore. 



THE WANDERER. 

JLiONGhad a wretch onGilboa'smoun- 

tain stray'd. 
Barren and dewless was the waste he trod. 
Where clouds in sable terror were array 'd. 
Where was no Saviour, nor no soothing 

Godi 

But fcU despair had chosen him for her own 

C8 
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No ray of hope upon the wanderer smird. 
Relentless rocks unpitying heard him 

moan, 
And echo mock'd him in the dreary wiBd j 
Chid, too, by recollection of the past, , 
His former joys were lanlalizing sprites ; 
His visage withered, meagre, and aghast. 
Bore the strong feature of affliction's 

blights. 
The Wanderer now remember'd with a 

tear, 
Joys once posscss'd, and sweet endearing 

tics. 
Phantoms of blessings on c so very dear. 
As spectres nov/ salute his grief SivoPn 
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Now was the vision of his wedded fair>. 
With whom his very vitals seem'd com*^ 

mix'd, 
A haunting genius, flitting high in air, 
A barbed arrow in his soul transfixed ; 
For now his scale on sorrow's side. 

weigh'd down. 
His once bright prospects cover'dby tha 

cloud. 
His Ella smites him with a loathing frown^ 
As joime he mourns beneath the murky 

. shroud. 
Sl]e, the dear object of his fonJest carc» 
Who sceiii'd cne solace in comjpassion 
. given, • . 
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Relentless leaves himliaunted by despair. 
Joyless on earth, and hopeless yet of 

Heaven. 
Now night in sable majesty array'd. 
No kindly star on the horizon smil'd, 
l^o ray from Luna casta glimm'ring shade 
To cheer the wand'rer in the dreary wild; 
But all aghast unhappy sprites appear. 
His fainting soul now treuibling with 
^ affright. 

His vision sickened by the prospect drear. 
Of apparitions on mount Gilboa's height* 
Brass were the Heavens frowning o'er his 

head. 
The earth was iron 'neath the wand'reif 

feet. 
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Thorns were the cushion of his restless 

bed, 
ScarM dreams as vigils now his senses 

greet. 
Sinking beneath a complicated weight. 
Of ruthless sorrow was his frame op- 

press'd. 
Inevitable scem'd the shaft of fate, 
Prcpar'd to plunge within the wand'rer** 
breast. 
Bow down 7c Hcav'nV ! and thou, O 
earth rejoice, 
A Holy sound salutes the wand*rer*s ear^ 
Now from the cloud breaks forth a hea- 
venly voice, 
A hand divine to wipe the wanderer's t«M, 
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ANNA 

AT WILLIAMS GRAVE. 



Vxi Yes, it i« sweet to rememtcr « 

friend. 

To weep, and'to sigh, and ta mourn. 

At still even tide, o'er the grcca sod tx> 

bend. 

And pour forth the 8o\il on his Urir, 

Behold, then, ihy William more dear than 

a friend, 
. If Anna wa« faithful and true. 
How religiously over thy freeh grave I 
bend, 
vAnd plight my iafiTcctions aacw. 
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William, tho' dead, in this bo«om still 
lives. 
And sways ev'ry wish of my breast. 
And much my sick fancy its omen mis* 
gives. 
Or I soon shall be with him at rest. 
And then 'twill be sweet in the regions 
of joy, 
E scap'd from the arrows of woe. 
Where the shackles of nature no mere 
can annoy, 
T^ converse of this region belovr. 
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LOVE. 



X^EAR,! there's a magic that dwells in 

ihinc eye. 
An influence soft as the dov«. 
Never attempt my sweet girl to deny. 
The ocular language of love. 
Love is as pure as the flow'r scented 

breath, 
Exhal'd from the bud of the rose. 
Sweet as the gale from the blossom of 

heath. 
As mild from the mountain it blows. 
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Love is an Angel, he came from the skies. 
His birth is acknowledged in heav'n. 
Dear, if lie take his abode in thine eyes. 
From them let him never be driv'n. 
Love is of origin bright as the day. 
As pure as the fountain of light. 
Love is the passport, and one only way. 
From hence to the land of delight. 
Rosa beware of a fiend in disguise. 
Who fain would be plum'd as the dove. 
Bearing the poison of death in his eyc«, 
Dear girl, he's a stranger to love. 
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CHIORIS. 



All hail to the dear, to the puriii'd shade,^ 
Of Chloris beneath yon green willow tree 

laid, 
O fain would I spangle each leaf with ^, 

tear. 
For her soul was all truth, and her heart 

all sincere. 
Awaken, my Chloris, and list tomy sighs. 
As on wings of pure ether to thee they 

arise, 
Behold him who lov'd thee, who pines all 

forlorn, 
Since death, from his bosom, his angel 

ha3 torn. 
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O Chloris ! if ever a woman was true. 
That woman, my love, was most certainly 

you. 
Or if ever a mortal supremely was blest. 
It was I, when reclin'd on my Chlgris's 

breast. 
O ! send by thy favourite cherub above. 
Some token, dear shade, of my Chloris's 

m 

love. 
One drop from the streamlet of nectar 

divine. 

At least let me taste of the joys that arc 

* thine. 

How oft of a calm summer eve have we 

stray'd. 

Da 
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In converse most sweety o^er. the dew 
spangled meadi 

Whilst the melody falling from Chloris's 
tongue. 

Was more soft than the vesper the Night- 
ingale sung. 

How pure from her heart did the senti« 
ment flow, 

V 

Heav'h born, as her tear, at the story of 

woc,^ 
Her lip brcathM the odour that perfum'd 

her mind. 
In language as nervous, as sweet an<B 

xefin'd. 
Ah ] why did the angels behold fj^om the 

skies. 
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The semblance of hcav'n that shone in 

her eyes ? 
Ah ! why did they ask for so precious a 

boon. 
And bereave me of Chloris's charm$ so 

soon ? 



MARY BY MOON-LIGHT ALONE. 



She sung, 'twas a vesper, the sky was 
serene. 
All nature retir'd to repose. 
As Mary alone on the moon shadow^ 
green. 
To heaven unfolded her woes* 

P8 
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For H(j:nry was gone to the war sanguia'd 
plain. 
No wonder poor Mary should mourn, 
Yet tho' boding she ne'er shou'd embrace 
him again. 
She pray'd for her Henry's return. 
The Owl with his ominous screamings 
foretold^ 
The fancy of Mary a tale. 
That the friend of her soul she no more 
shou'd behold, 
To cheer her in lifc& dreary vale. 
Aghast, pale and trembling, she listening 
stood. 
And heard thie fcU tidings of woe. 
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Her tears, briny torrent, she pour'd in a 
flood, 
Adown her white roBe in a flow. 
The Angel of pity beholding the maida 

And knowing the Owl told a lie. 
Came down, in a whisper consoling, and 
said> 

■ 

Ev'n now thy dear Henry is nigh. 
The blood that was stagnant in Mary't 
heart's vein. 
Resumed its benignant flow. 
The rose on her cheek, took its statioa 
again. 
It fled at the Owl's tale of woe. 
Now Henry advancing, with wreath's on 
his brow. 
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He won on the war sanguin'd plain, 
Caird the stars in the heav'ns to witness 
his vow, 
Ko more to leave Mary again. 
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LUCY. 



As sweetly sung the vocal Thrush, 
On yonder hawthorn spray, 
^Asleep, beneath the honcur'd bush, 
Tne queen of maidens lay. 
The eve was still, the skies serene. 
The lambkins blithe and gay. 
The fawnleis lightly trip'd the green> 
Twas joyous eve in May. 
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My soul was lull'd to holy calnii 

I worshipp'd as I stray'd. 

The dew of heav'n distill'd its balm. 

Around the slumb'ring maid. 

The gentle murmur of the stream. 

That whisper'd by her side. 

Softly repeated Lucy's name^ 

Of hamlet maids the pride. 

I stood and gazM with fond delight. 

On Lucy's vermil cheek, 

I felt a flame, as well I might, 

That tongue cou'd never speak. 

My thoughts were pure as Isaac's were. 

Who meditating stray'd. 

That joyous eve he met his fair. 

And hail'd the heav'n sent maid* 
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Now as the dawn of summer mor n^ 
Tinges the eastern cloud. 
And smiles benignant on the thorn. 
That bears a spangled shroud j 
So meekly, Lucy op'd her eye. 
And smird upon the scene,. 
Unwitting she, that I, hard by,. 
Her sleeping charms had seen. 

J-avir/ia Old not look more fair. 

When Palemon pourtray'd> 

Acasto's lineage in the air. 

Of that all lovely maid. 

More perfect charms were ne*er conceal'd 

Beneath Lavinia's blush. 

Than those by Lucy now rcvcard. 

When waking 'neath the bush. 
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The sweetness of her Angel dreams. 

Were lambent on her face, * 

*Twere easy there to read the themes. 

Of Lucy's bosom, Peace. 

A saint might gaze with fond delight. 

On her Angelic air. 

Virtue herself a taper light, 

Qn Dian's altar there^. 

The last faint blush of sclar tint, 

From gold ting'd western skies. 

Unwilling seem'd to give its hint. 

To Lvcy, to arise. 

The primrose couch on which she lay, 

Seem'd jealous as she rose, • 

The plaintive warbler on the spray. 

Sung sadly, Lpcy goes. 
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The violet that touch'd her cheek, 
Enamour'd of its bliss. 
Laid in its claim of odour meek. 
To one more parting kiss. 

■ i 
WXEPING MARY. 

( '■ i 

What means that tear. 

That glistens — dear. 
Wipe it away, and spare me ; 

Say, what on earth. 

Has giv'n it birth. 
My sweet, my tender Mary. 

That orb so bright. 

Oft gave delight. 
And when distressed did cheer me ; 



ORIOINAL POEMS. 49 



^s=s 



Thy tender smile. 

Did then beguile. 
My griefe, my gentle Mary, 

Come tell me why. 

That speaking eye, 
BedewM with tears salutes me } 

Why docs its ray. 

Repining say. 
Behold thy altered Mary. 

Thy bosom's sigh. 

In sad reply. 
Is language that unman's me ; 

I cannot bear. 

To hear it jthere, 
Szy» broken-hearted Mary. 
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Up, up, and cheer. 

My Mary dear, 
Yet, joy shall greet and hail theci 

And soon shall I, 

In thy bright eye. 
Read, sweetly, Fm thy Mary. 



ADDRESS TO SHAJ^SPEAR. 



For sweetest things turn sourest by their dcedsj 
Lilies that fester, smell far worse t|^n weeds. 

.SUAKSFEAB* 



Immortal Bard, was this thy serious 

thought. 
Was this the lesson thy bright genius 

taught ? 



*, 
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Then, wherefore, beckon Venus from the 
skies ?• 

Tfo slay the world with her lascivious eyes. 

How inconsistent with these truth swoFn 
lines, 

Wherein stern virtue in her grandeur 
shines. 

To spread thy silken snare to lure the 
dove. 

To taste and perish in unhallow'd love. 

Well had it been for many a ruin'd maid. 

Long since in cold oblivion's bosom laid. 

Whose bread was sorrow, thro' her lin- 
gering years, 

^ Veuus and Adonis. 

Da 
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Whose drink, the flowing streamlet of hei 
tears ; 

Hadst thoti, when slumping on thy mo- 
ther's breast. 

Been sweetly borne to everlasting rest. 



1 am, irith the world, an admirer of the great and peifiapt 
I might say, iinrivsllcd Shok^pear; nevertheless,. I must 
observe that being the Author of that one abominable Poem, 
(so much the more baneful in its effects, as being so elegantly 
written) is, in my opiuion, more than a countcr-balaoce to 
all the world owes the memory of this great man. 

Where did I first meet the Poem ? it was in the Library of 
an elegantly accomplished j'oung Girl, just arrived to her 
twentieth j'ear — Had an adder lay concealed in her Book- 
Case, and at one sting infused all the venom of his nature 
into her veins, wqU bad it been for her — rather thaD tlik 
Hydra shonld have gained admittance there. 

It was on this occision, at the moment, and onthctpo^ 
J wrote the above sentiment of reprobation ; 1 shewed her 
the lines, it was too late. — She was the brightest and most se- 
complished Woman I ever met — Ob Shakspear ! vbat bift 
thou to answer (qt ? 
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NANNY. 



•Tis day, the lark salutes the dawn. 

The Robin's on the spray. 

The lambkin playful skips the lawn. 

The scene is fresh and gay ; 

But, ah ! to me, ^tis dull and drear. 

My peace has wing'd its way, 

I do not love, I do not care. 

For scenes so sweet and gay ; 

ft 

Ko, no, it mocks my sad estate. 

To hear the red-breast sing. 

To see the lark, with joy, elate. 

In ether wave bis wing. 

I once couM join the joyous band, 

CouM sing as well as they. 
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Cou'd take my Nanny by the hand. 

And hum it o'er the lea ; 

My heart's delight and I, have oft. 

Then, brushed the morning dcw^ 

In tender converse, sweet and soft. 

Our faith have plighted new. 

It then was spring, the scene was gay. 

The lambkin tripp'a lawn. 

The red-breast hail'd the new born day> 

And welcomed in its dawn ; 

Soon summer came, with lordly pride. 

And ripcn'd all the scene> 

The rose and lily fair, his bride. 

Were marri'd on the green ; 

And then, at eve, my love and I, 

Wou'd breathe the fragrant air> 
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The hamkt swains when passing by« 

Wou'd envy me my fair. 

But summw flits, on fairy wing, 

November, chill and drear, 

Proclaims his reign, as blust'ring king. 

And ruler of the sphere.. 

The Mourning dove, on shelter'd bought 

Now takes her sullen stand. 

Now lazy Hodge, who drives the pIougb> 

Oft blows his frigid hand« 

No more, the Swallow skims the face^ 

Of yonder russet lawn. 

No more, the Robins' carols grace. 

The spray at early dawn. 

Beneath the furze hedgi, sheltered warm> 

The Ox now chews his cud> 
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Before the fierce and angry atorm^ 

The clouds dissever'd acud. 

All nature weeps, 111 join the band^ 

And weep as well as they, 

Nomore I'll take my Nanny's hand^ 

And hum it o^icr the lea ; 

No more my heart's delight and I, 

Shall brush the. morning dew^ 

No more in converse sweet well bie> 

And plight our faith anew ; 

No more> at eve, my love and I, 

Shalt breathe the fragrant air. 

No hamlet swain when passing by, ^ 

Shall envy roe my fair. 

FeU winter came, with surly frowd^ 

Portending, raging starm^ 
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I fondly spread my tattcr'd gown. 

To keep my Nanny warm. 

Long as I cou'd^ my sheltering arm, 

Around dear Nanny thrown, 

Would fain have kept my love from harm^ 

Tho' fierce the winds had blown j 

But in the hour of deepest care. 

My Nanny flew away. 

The howling winds she cou'd not bean 

On that soul chilling day. 

I saw the bark that bore away. 

The all that 1 possessed. 

Oh God 1 thou knew that fatal day. 

The wrilhings of this breast. 

I watch'd the sail with eager eye^ 

Frpm elevated site> 
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'Till sail, no more, cou'd 1 descry^ 

^Twas lost in cloudy night. 

Boreas, to mock me, more and more^' 

Set tip a dreadful howl^ 

-Cartibria's iron bounded shbre^ 

Unmindful ^w him scowL 

J quaff 'd amain the lelheaa bowl. 

To try and drown my care, 

Bvt deeper as 1 quaif d, my souly 

Sunk deeper in despair. 

I madly fly to public ballr 

To chase away my grief ,^ 

On music's power's I vainly call, 

To grant me some reliefT 

Kotev'n the lovely maiden's there. 

Had any pow r to charm. 
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ITor soothing acceMs of the fair* 
^Cou'd «till my dire alarm. 
Boreas, to mock me, more and more^ 
Increased his dreadful howl^ 
1 Cambria's iron bounded shore^ 
'Unmindful, saw him scowl. 

*Twas tho* the rutMess fiend of hcfl, 

Was eager to disclose^ 

With demon joy his tale to tell. 

Of, yet unthought of woes. 

No more I'll join the joyous band^ 

Kor sing as well as they. 

No more riftake my Nanny's hand. 

And hum it o'er the lea. 

No i^iore, when winter with his frown^ 

Pojtends ihc raging stoxm. 
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Ml fondly spread my tatter'd gown. 

To keep my Nanny warm. 

For in the hour of deepest care. 

My Nanny flew away. 

The howling winds she cou'd not bear. 

On that soul chilling day. 

I saw the bark that bore away. 

The all that 1 possessed. 

Oh God ! thou knew, that fatal day. 

The writhings of this breast 

At length, she gain'd green Erin's shore. 

Here let me draw the veil. 

Nor trespass on thee reader more. 

With my heart-rending talc. 



ORIGINAL POEMS. 61 



NEW YEAR'S DAY, 1811. 



The Calendar again displays. 
An added Year to times old days ; 
With infant smile, the new born dawn. 
Salutes afresh the humid lawn ; 
For ah ! the cloud hath shed her tears» 
And wept o*er all our flitted years. 
Hark ! hark ! the deep prophetic ^ighs. 
From Boreas' lab'ring bosom rise i 
Omen, predictive, well I ween. 
Of griefs untold, and woes unseen ; 
That shall, within the coming year. 
From tender lid call forth the tear. 
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Many a deep expiring groan, . 
Many a soul departing moan, 
Before this era wings her flight. 
And sinks within the arms of nighty 
Shall on embattled plains declare* 
The dire effect of horrid M^ar. 
Already, in my tingling car. 
The Widow's sad lament I hear; 
My orb of fancy, clearly sees, 
Tlie orphan clinging to her knees* 
I am a veteran in the field. 
My laurels scarce to Job I yield, 
A soldiers liardships well I know. 
And oft Have fought the fiend of woe ; 
I, in this bosom, bear the scafS, 
Of wounds receiv'd informer wars ; 
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Afresh, the vein of sorrow flows. 
Opened, anew, by recent woes. 
Yet have I still a tear to spare, 
A heart to share another's care, 
A soul to twine in fond etnbrace. 
The kindred mourners of my race. 
Father of peace, whose tender care> 
Tho' straying from thee, yet we are, 
' Who, tho' exalted on thy throne. 
Yet hear's the Widow's secret moan, ' 
And sees the hungry orphan led. 
From street to street, to crave for breaj* 
Oh! look on this distracted stage. 
And bid the storm of war assuage. 
But speak the word, the raging sea. 
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Shall hear, shall tremble, and obey ; 
Thy peaceful standard once nnfurl'd. 
Shall calm the tumult of the world/. 
O let thy messenger of love ! 
Descending, shapen, as a dove. 
On herald wing proclaim thy will. 
That terrene billows shall be still. 



JANE 

OF GARNAVELLiu 

When the pride of the vale,* 
For *tis love tells the talc. 

To Hymen surrendered her charm5. 
The genius of love. 
Mourned sore as a dove. 

When smote by terrific alarms. 

* Kate of 6«naT«Ua. 
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For ah ! how to design. 

One more nymph so divine, 
Gtjiite. puzzled the Pencilitcst brainy 

'Till kind Venus, the queeni 

Of the bloom of sixteen, 
In pityj sent down lovely Jane. J 

Then the flowerets that ky, 

Tear-bedcw'd, on the clay, 
Rear'd their heada with a scent-breathing;, 
smile ; 

And the ^^arblers of k)vei 

Who had pin'd in the grove. 
Sung sonnets> dull care to beguile. 

. ■ i 

f Pencllitei a coined word menr ina^ a LUhboi 
1 Secoad Sister to Kat^of Garudveiia. 

98 
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At the villa, where Kate^ 
Had so charm'd us of late. 

Now the handmaid of Venus resides) 
There, the lily and rose. 
Have been sworn to repose. 

There, the river of paradise glide*. 
Shou'd bold Hymen entrap,^. 
And on, love's magic lap> 

To fairy land coax away Jane^ 
Gentle mother of love. 
From thy grotto above,, 

Send thy Sally | to chase away pala* 

i Y«un^cst Sistci U KsXt of GamayeUai 
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SALLY. 



Sally, say why. 
In vain do I, 
Pour forth my soul in verse ^ 

•9 

Why the task mine. 

Sweet truths diviae^ ' 
In music to rehearse f 

The post-man^s borh» 

In vain each morn. 
Reminds of her I lov0^ 

No letter he. 

Hath brought fbr me, ' 
My tender thougks to move^^ ^ 



•*■ »r 
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What, tho* I am, 
A Pelican, 

Forsaken of my kind» 
lyeteansing. 
On drooping wing, 

TSo ,wake « tbirpid mind> 
Can I accuse. 
My gentle muse. 

Of discord in her strain •9' 
Can I ave». 
The fault's in her^ 

And treat her wi^h disdain ^ 
No, she is kind. 
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On angel wing^ 

She comcs^to sing^ 
With hcav*nljr truth imbu'd* 

Is man^s heart rock^ 

Or yet, a stock. 
Of timber, doz'd by time } 

That I must sing. 

On trembling string. 
And wake the lyre sublime* 

Infection soflt^ 

Was born atoft^ 
His Father's name^s lt)te# 

The child came down. 

In plumy gown, 
fie borrow'd from a dove» . 
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Let me then.bear» 

My Sally dear. 
Thy wonted note so 6wect, 

For who can say, 

, Tho* now so, gay. 

Thai we again shall sieefer 

EMMA. 

Beneath the solemn cypreiss shad(B^^ 

The weeping virgins throng. 

To see fair Emma lowly laid. 

And sing her fufi'ral song. 

Lo, yonder, thro* the beechen grove. 

The sable crowd appears, 

.Who, onward, slowly, as they move. 

Bedew the scene with tears ; 



t-' 
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For lovely Emma's. tender beartj 

In sympathy could feel. 

Her hand was ready to impart^ 

Her [tongue, to sooth and bcal ; 

The dove-like beaming of her eyes* 

And sweetness of bcr air. 

Spoke her allegiance to the skies, \ 

And told bcr country, there* 

A strainer, and a pilgrim bere^ 

She tarri'd for a while. 

Was callM to grace her nativre spbisn^ 

And left us with a smileu 



-I 
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POOR MARY. 
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Poor Mary, gtlilty wanderer, rov*d. 

Beyond the wave swd'a seas, 
For wand'ring was what Mary lov'd. 

In Mary's youthful days. 
At length .o'^rtakcn by disease. 

She wish'd herself at home. 
That she had never cross'd the seas, , 

Nor been induc'dto roam ; 
For, ah ! poor Mary, luckless maid. 

Remorse now smote her breast. 
Had Mary with her mother stay'd. 

Still Mary might be bless'd. 
But early passions gratify'd. 

Had blasted Mary's name ; 
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Poor Mary wish'd that she had died. 

Ere -she had'stain'd her fame. 
In that sad hour, when sore dismay'd, 

A soothing friend she found. 
Who knew a med'cine that cou'd aid. 

Nay, heal ev'n Marys wound. 
Twas balm from Gilead's sacred mount* 

Alone, cou'd ea^e her breast j 
She drank it issuing from the fount* 

And found the lymph wasblcss'd. 
She then cou'd praise the sacred hand 

Of that great pow'r divine. 
Who in the Galilean land, 

Turh'd water into wine. 



f 
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ON THE 

RETURN OF THE BRITISH ARM- 

FROM SPAIN, IN 1809. 



'Tis strange to look on this distracte 

stage, 
A scene of bloodshed, cruelty, and rage 
As tho' mankind had suck'd the Tiger 

breast. 
Or had been fostered in the scorpion' 
' nest. ■ 

'This Poem was written immediately on reading' in a NeWi 
papsr, the melauchuly detail of the scenes exhibited on th 
dti:>arkation of the Army ia England, on their return fro; 
the Spanish Campaign. 

When we recollect that it was on the beach at Corunui 
th" grand brittle betrysen the British and French Armies wa 
fought, and that on the issue depended the question, whetlic 
the British could ever embark or not ; and that immediatel 
after, the French were rc^petieJ, the English with all possibl 
despatt h got on board their \ estsOlS) and weighed Anchor, q 
th3ir voyage homo ; it will account for the vast anxiety pro 
duced in Englaud amongst the jrclativei and friends of th 
Army. 



r ■ 
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Nation on Nation, rushing like a flood. 
Insatiate/ thirsting after hunjan blood ; 
Legions of heirs to cverlas1,ing life. 
Drown in the yortcxof accursed strife. 
Was it for this th' Eternal's bowel's 

movM ? 
Wis it for this jHe gave His best-bclov'4? 
No, no, the herald of all saving grace. 
Brought down the charter of eternal peace. 
Rob'd in a vesture of immorlal love, 
Clad in the semblance of the mtek-ey'd 

dove, 

Ko wonder, then, that as lio accurate statement of the 
killed anJ uotinded had preceded he arrival of the Fleet, 
that the beach should have been crowded nith anxious Fa- 
tliers*, Mothers, Wiv^s, Brotliers and Sisters j together with 
more distanily removed relatives and friends, each trembling 
to hear, and yet impaticjit to know the truth. 

Such a scene may be conceived by the sytnpathetic rcadcr> 
littck more easily thati it can be deschbdd by the Author. 

G 9 
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The Holy Spirit visited the earth. 
With the glad tidings of the second birtk 
T\^as In that ever mcniorable hour, 
A shield was giv'n against the dragon^i 
powV, 

NotpolishM steel, nor massy was its gloss, 

I, * 

Of silken texture was its beaut'ous boss ; 
Love was the breast-plate Adam's son** 
were giv'a. 



WlipnOie horrorKif war, ftnd its tritleljr extended rsngs «| 
miseries are oonsiderc^l calmly by the Philanthropist, hit 
/eelings ar'=* d'rply aflected, as well in refertin;? upon the 
pufTerin j:s of those actually engraged in the sanguinary scenes 
of bloolshpii an«i devastation, as in fol'owing the Widow and 
the Orphan to the secret chamber, and there behol.ling the 
domestic scenery of woe. Who can contemplate, without 
painful ennotion, the moment that brin^rs to a Wife i'le me- 
lancholy tiding*; that her hasband has fallen on the blo^d" 
Ktaine-1 ocean, or in the tented field First, let us behold 
her writhing nnler the distracted conrnlsions of grief, and 
then trace her onward to the softer effects I figure to my- 
self, my 1 soethe statue,and I hear the infants* cries as they 
cVm^ to her ^^aroieati, and d«iiMu:ul theic deul FatlMr at ket 
haads. 



t 
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Love was the passport entrance, into 
Heav'n ; 

Love was the parting legacy he gave. 

The weeping few, who would that gift 
receive. 

Ah ! when, ah ! when, shall horrid war- 
fare cease, "^ 

When shall we hear the quiet voice of 
peace ? 

When shall the pow*r of universal love. 

The Angel genius of the uations prove ? 

Nature, or perhaps something more ; perhaps the voice of 
)iim whose heck sends aii^i^ry .Boreas^back to his secret dwell- 
ings, and bids hiin sU ep in peace ; h-iving at length, in mea- 
sure) stilted the tempest in her bosom ; let us contemplate 
the succession. Mow, endeared recollection of the tender 
guardian of her feminine delicacy of constitutit^ii, both men- 
tal and corporea', bet! ews her cheek with the tear of soft re- 
gret ; she indulg^es the flow, and ihere is even here, a mo- 
m/.ntary b^ilra — bnt shori inde.'>d is the melancholy consola- 
tion of being suffered to indulge in the emoUimoe of woe^ 
loruQw tiku n^irs is current, tie Captain is no more. 

68 
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Ah ! nie, what ails this troubled world 

below ? 
A scene, at bcst^ commiz'd with dreary 

woe. 
Why waft the gales with melancholy 

breath. 
The dismal tidings of untimely death ? 
What cloud is that overspreading Britain's 

Isle, 
That dingy eclipse of her wonted smile i 



The r>akcr who watted his cxpcrtefl retnrn, ^nd on whom 
the Mother wa< ohlisfed to trespass for ht'r chil«ri»ns dniljr 
tread. n"w co'ti.r forwar«l to the Widow. wjtt* ins i^emaod, 
rr.d to suppose the very best, the Fak* r is hunr. ' , b'.it he is 
poor, and the flour-morchant threatens to entorce his dc- 
luanJjj upon him. The brightest inrtTonce we can draw, rs 
th.it the I'aker deoliucs enforcing his claim, but it is impos- 
fiblc he can continue to arive the chillren their daily bread» 
and their Mothci has no money by her 

Come, nuw, c«)ld-henrte'l i^toi:-, can>t thou still remain nn- 
unmoved ? or, in order to evince that thou art not quite a 
rock in humm Tom, wilt thon for once, drop a tear upon the 
ihrin-* of ksolated widow-h»od, and thereb/ asicrt thy claim 
to the dignity of thy nature.? 
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Why weep her daughters on the sca-bcal 

shore I 
They mourn for those they shall behold 

no niprc. 
The widow'd maniac with disbevell'd hair. 
In all the frenzy of extreme despair^ ,^. 
Her infant pledge neglected in her arms^ 
Now wildly roams distracted with alarms. 
For yet she knows not but her lord^s re* 

turn. 
May dry her tears, and bid her cease to 

mourn ; 

Behold that venerable figure, his locks are white with the 
lioar of age ; see where hf^ leans upon his staft ; mnrk h -»w 
his knees smite together ; to him, the dismal tidings have 
jugt arrived ; his only son, on whom he had depended fr>» 
his support, and finally that he would place him dec* ntly be- 
neath the turf, is gone off tiie stage before him j he fell on 
the embattled plain, or the blood-stained ocetD> haih received 
iiim in its bosonu 
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... I if- 

The dreadful secret yet is unrcveal'd. 
The black despatch, remains still closely 

seal'd. 
As angry thunder, bursting from the 

cloudy 
Rending the jrocks 'neath Etna's top-most 

shroud. 
As ruin, hurling from the Lava's veins. 
Spreading destruction o'er the culturd 

plains; 
So dreadful sounds the tidings in her ear. 
When truth coufirms the bodings of her 

fear. 
The wretched daughter of the fiend des- 

pair> 
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Now beats her bosom, rends her flaxeft 

hair ; 
Kow from her arms she flings the pledge 

away. 
Of truth she plighted, on her bridal dsty; 
Toss'd in the whirlwind fury of her woes. 
Her darling baby, on the earth she 

throws, 
A mother's yearnings cease to move her 

soul. 
Her grief is madness, and beyond con* 

trol. 
No more, her lord shall clasp her in hi^ 

arms, * 

Nor fondly sooth her feminine alarms ; 
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No more the plumei upon his maxttal 

crest, 
£hall scare the cherub on its mother'^ 

breast ; 
Ah ! no, Iberia's dreary blood stam4 

plains. 
Drank the pure streamlet of his noble 

veins. 



You British .Maidens yet undoom'd to» 

mourn, 
Who hail your Brothers on their safe 

return. 
Who meet your lovers with a rosy blush. 
Whose fond caresses, all your Uemori 

hush ; 



KIGINAL POEMS. 83 



To you the genius of your Country 

cries. 
Rise from jp'our silken sofas, maids 

arise. 

Fly to the wretched vot'ries of despair* 

Be Ihey your tender, your assiduous care; 

Pour you, soft lotions of the wine and oiI> 

Into the bosom of your wounded soil ; 

Then shall your Country glory in your 

deeds. 
And deck your virtues with immortal 

meeds* 



Oh ! thou sad Mother of lamented 
Moore, 
What healing balsam can thy bosom cure ? 
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/What «ov'rcign mcd'cine can thy griefj 

assuage> 
That press so heavy on thy cv'ning age i 
Ah ! what physician can thy spirit calm i 
Evu He that ministers of Gilead's balm , 
He, the physician of the troubled soul, 
Evn at one touch can make thy spirit 

whole ; ' 

Beauty for ashes th« exchange he makes, 
A heart devoted, all the pledge he takes. 
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MARY'S LAY. 



My Heart is as true,, my dear girl, I de- 



"dare. 
As the needle is true to the pole. 
When sweetly communing with thee, O 

my fair 1 
How piire is each thought of my Soul ? 
If one rebel wish for a moment shouM 

rise. 

To disturb virtue's Beat in my breast ? 
The Heaven that preaches aloud in thine 

eyes, 
la a moment consigns it to rest 



f 
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If thy b^autifal bosom, shou'd heave t© 

a swell. 
Or the tear should intrude on thy cheeky 
ForlDear, fault'ring tongue, for ihou never 

canst tell. 
What Mary's sweet presence wou'd speak. ' 
In every gesture, in every move, 
A fervor of Soul is betray'd ; 
A hallowM unition of virtue and lavje. 
Is all that comprises the Maid. 
If she speaks, 'tis a melody soft to the ear. 
As zephyr that whispers its way ; 
If she smiles, 'tis the sunshine of love, 

as sincere. 
As my heart, In composing her Lay. 
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DEATH. 



I Dcalh, thou finisher of mortal woe ! 

ou kind flc-liv'rcr from this grave of 
earth, 

icn wilt thou strike thy meditated blow, 

d bear me, smiling, into second birth ? 

len shall I lie beneath the tufted sod ? 

icn wilt thou bring.the longed for be- 
hest ? 

en shall I sec the Glories of vr.y God, 

1 be for ever with my Saviour blcss'd ? 

ung a weary pilgrim on life's road, 

h ardent eye, to Sion's city turn'd„ 



H « 
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Whom as he journeyed to that granc 

abode. 
Still held his faith, as onward still h( 

mourn'd. 
When, Ic, a voice in holy cadence spoke! 
More swtet than music to the brid^ 

groom's ear ; 
When harp and pipe and rural joke. 
All. join the clamar of the festive cheer. 
Fear not, for I am with thee on thy way^ 
My arm supports thee, when thou knowi 

it not ; 
This is thy proving, this the fiery day. 
When grace and nature wage the battl 

hot. 
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Angel watches o*cr thy try'd estate, 
i pours my balm upon thy fainting 

soul ; 
holds the balance of the fierce debate, 
1 safe will bear thee to thy destin'd 

goal. 
^w'st thou, that I can guide the Lion's 

paw, 
1 bid him fondly fawn upon his prey ; 
savage Tiger trembles at my law, 
les at my call and promptly own's 

my sway, 
soul of nature kneels at my corn- 

mand, 
d her prostrate to my banner bend. 
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Subjected worlds ia awe before me st 
And own, in me, a Father and a Fri 
I have my heralds of the feather'd ra 
Ready to skim the air, when I shall 
My little soothing messenger of peac 
My jetty Raven and my night Owl, si 
'Tis when I smile, the forest rings ' 

Ten thousand thousand voices gh 

sing. 
All these are minstrels held in my 

ploy. 
My vocai songsters of aerial wing. 
The lonely Pelican, my mourning bir 
That in the wilderness, secluded, grie 
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Rejoiccth greatly when she hears my 

word. 
Owns me her God and in my pleasure 

lives. 
The myriad group of frisking flies. 
That play at evening round the cypress 

tree, 
£v'n when I speak, in multitudes arise. 
Rejoice, and sing, theit little hymns t# 

me. 
Huge Leviathan slumVring in the deep» 
Awakes obedient when I bid him rise. 
Shakes off the drovisy influence of sleep, 
JLnd yields to me his morning sacrifice* 
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THE HARE. 



Shou'd the poor Peasant, fed on homely 

bread. 
Far whom no Ox or fleecy Sheep hath 

bled, 
Who scarcely ever tastes (forbidden treat) 
Of balmy milk, or nutrimental meat; 
Shou'd he, when laboring o'er his daily 

toil. 
In cultivation of the sturdy soil. 
Perchance behold, close couch'd within 

her lair. 
That timid creature, the swift-footed Hare, 
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Temptation strong^e ponderous stone to 

throw, 
She dies, untortur'd, at a single blow. 
Home to his kut# h« b^ari the welcome 

prize, 
Joy sparkles lively in his childrcns'eyes; 
Poor little bungry race, I feel your joy. 
And wish your meal may meet witb no 

alloy ; 
JBiat shou*d ill-natnre tell the sporting 

squire. 
How his red orbs will flash with vengeful 

ire ; 
Before your Mother has your supper 

dress'd. 



i 
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The Gang assails you, and your Father 

prcss'd ; 
Forc'd from the dear connections of K 

life. 
His prattling babes, his tender hcartc 

wife ; 
Plac'd in a moving prison on the wave. 
He is condemn'd to be a weeping slave. 
How shall I sinff, poor family, your woes 
Or half the sorrows of this hour disclose 
A task too sable for my pen, I yield. 
And fly afflicted, the poetic field. 
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Say, shall I, England, mutely hold my 

peace ? 
Say, shall I, blushing, cover thy dis- 
grace ? 
Thy wooden walls, those terrors of the foe 
Are floating vehicles of human woe. 
If freedom's name, for ever justly dear. 
Be nam'd in England, England drop a 

tear. 
Or raise thy voice aloud, and boldly say, 
A Briton shall not be a slave at sea. 
Thy scnae then shall hear thygen'rous cry 
Which British senate never dar'd deny ; 
Then British Bark shall nobly ride the 

wave. 
And British Seaman be no more a slave^ 
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AMELIA'S EPITAPiL 



Lo, underneath this polish'd stone. 
The fair Amelia lies, 
Her immaterial ()art hath flown, 
A Seraph, to the skies, 
Imbody'd, whilst sho trod this ball, 
She ev'ry virtue prov'd. 
She died lame ntcd by us all. 
As she hadliv'd — bclov'd. 



»^ 
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CHARLOTTE.^ 



HEREAL Parent of the sylvan shades 
lere lonely strays the lov e-be wilder *d 

maid, 
where the bard, by various giicfs op- 

prcss'd, 
moss clad earth, reclines his laboring 

breast, 
ne, gentle mother of the tuneful nine, 
sist my song, my subject is divine ; 
ich me to trace the lineaments of truth, 

hen a lovely flower i;i just arrived to niaturit}', and all iU 
to their peiiectiun ; should au iinfrieijidly blaKt Irokn the 

urn hemisphere cast a sickly shad^ over its engaf^in^' 

, the florist, who had watched its pro^rcts in ail its stages, 
the bud to the blossom, feel» a seute of regret, XQor^ 

f euucuved than described* 
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Of love, of ' beauty, and of bio 

. youth. 
Brace thou the nerve that vibrates 

tive song. 
With mildest cadence, and with j 

strong ; 
Oh ! feed my soul with that nutr 

Icav'n, 
On which dear Charlotte's spirit fee 

heaven. 
For fled from scenes of sorrow and oi 



So it was with rtie, when Charlotte b?'gaii to fade ; I 
lerveJ the progress of her personal attractions from 
to the prime. I saw t'\^. ptiblic g'aze of admiratio 
upon h^r and yet, Chailotte wis not spoiled; hers^^ 
of co!ini«n-.inje was not clouded by that hauteur thi 
niae excvMltMije is wont to c itch as poisonous infecti* 
the preneral stare 

Dear Charlotte had a manner wit!i her, sweet and en 
when she coiiveis ; ! with those who;n customary decisi 
mirkcd as her inferiors in rank, aod to whom oature ba 
i^pario; of her embellisihiiieuts. 
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No more she charms the transient realms 

belov/, 
Far other prospects, in her sainted view. 
Where all is sweet and all for ever new. 
How short the race of lovely Charlotte's 

days, 
How soon she flew to sing her Maker's ' 

praise ; 
To tread the holy mansions^of the just. 
She, willing dropp'd her mantle in the 

dust, 

• 

Such was Charlotte, and snrh wai once my bosom friend) 
' irUom then, I cou'd compare to Chariutte j she soem«ed excel- 
ience itself, and the perfection of human beauty. Who.n I 
found her amongst the lilies, was she not their queen? weie 
not hor personal graces doubly d'lar to lac, because of her 
Stfem'ng ignorance of their possession ? 

Chirlotte had just arrived to the sannmit of all that wo 
conceive to be lovely in woman, when her fail form was assaiU 
ed by consumption, and when she was calk J hence, to shin* 
ito au unclouded region. 

I 2 
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And uncncumbcr'd wing'd her joyous 

flight, 
Where day eteroal sheds his vivid light» 
Where cherubs chorals loud extatic ring» 
Where holy minstrels celebrate their king. 
Where pleas'd, the Lamb enjoys the An* 

gel strains. 
And God himself, to hear the music 

deigns. 
Thence, white-rob'd, Charlotte calls ua 

to the skies. 
From earth to heavn, my dearest friends 

arise, 
Here, are bright mansions, welcome here, 

are you. 
Here, all is sweet, amd all for ever new. 



I 
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CHARLOTTE'S EPITAPH. 



In mother earth's cold bosom laid. 

Material Charlotte lies^ 

The spirit of the sainted Maid, 

Ascended to the skies. 

Her sister Angels clad in light. 

Saluted hef* entre. 

And minstrels deck'd in virgin white, 

Sung Charlotte's welcome lay. 

Then, wherefore, shou'd the falling tear, 



Bedew this sculptur'd stone, 

■ 

Since Charlotte, to our souls so dear. 
Angels have made their own. 

IS 



} 
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POOR BESSY. 



Wandering thro' the green wood shadc^ 

Where limpid Suir tide flows. 
Alone, at eve, poor Bessy stray'd^ 

Repining o'er her woes. 
In vain the music of the grove. 

In cheering strains was rung. 
In vain ten thousand talcsrof love. 

In mellow notes were sung. 
In vain did lambkins play around. 

In vain did nature smile, 
Alas ! poor Bessy's bosom wound. 

Was bleeding all the while ! 
For faithless Henry, who had sworni 

Devotion to her charms. 
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A richer maid had captive borne. 

From Bessy's plighted arms. 
•Twas 'neath the yew tree's solemn shade. 

She sung her plaintive lay, 
*Twas there the lone dejected maid. 

Was wont to weep and pray. 
Ah ! Henry, didst thou now survey. 

Thy once adored fair^ 
Thy once dear Bessy, blithe and gay, 

A statue of despair. 
Ah ! sure, thy inmost soul wou'd blush^ 

To see the pining maid. 
In tears, beneath .the green yew bush^ 

In frcnzy'd posture laid. 
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THE COT IN THE VALE/ 



Dear Sally, I've tossM and re-toss'd o'c 
and o'er, 

ft 

My bundles of ballads and caskets of lore 
Tet, sweet little maid, must I tell the sa< 

tale,. 
I cannot discover thy " Cot in the Vale. 
Since fate has decreed, that thy beautifu 

" Cot," 
So greatly admir'd, disappear'd, and i 

4 

not ; 
I'll work at my noddle, if. Sally will deign 
To dwell in a Cot, I shall build in , lu] 

brain ; 

♦ Sally lent the AuM or a Poem entitled ** The Cot in t1i< 
VaJt" — It was lost and he se*it thest Line^ a« an Apoloj^y. 
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site on the brovir of a pinc-maniled 

hill, 
I at sheds on a valley, the tears of a rlli;^ 
y foundation of fancy shall sweetly be 

laid, 
erecting a grot for my fav'rite maid. 
e walls shall the arms of the woodbine 

entwine, 
:>se wrap'd in the tender embrace of the 

vine ; 
e roof 5hali be delicate jessamine \% 

bloom, 
mmix'd with the sweet scented lilacli 

perfume. 
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A carpet of violet shall cover the floor. 
And the sv/ord of the sweet brier keep 

guard at the door ; 
A well chosen mottO| dame nature shall 

grant, 
In tendril that shoots froa^ the sensitive 

plant. 
The couch of ray fair shall be primrose, 

in blow. 
Her curtain, the pure vested lily of snow 
Soft pillow of cowslip, that flow'ret / 

meek, 

A kiss shall invite from the rose on 
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ANTICIPATION, 



lEN this poor aching head shall be 

laid in the grave, ^ 

.en this heart bleeds no more at the 

world's cold neglect, 
en the rough sea of fortune, no more 

shall I brave, 
• no more shall I weep, on its cragged 

shore wrcck'd. 
u'd the tender Amelia, be drawn to the 

spot, 
a spell sympathetic, at close of the 

day. 
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She shall add her soft sigh to the breeze^ 

at nijr lot. 
And her tear to the dew, o'er my moon* 

shadow'd clay. 
Meek cy'd Mary shall steal from her Col 

, in the glade. 
By the pine manilcd hedge-row that leadl 

lomy shrine. 
Shall weep at the mound where my ashef 

are laid. 
And shall say, O poor Bard ! what affile* 

tions were thine. 
Shall Eliza foi^et me, and gayly pass by. 
The cold bed where a child of misfor» 

tune's asleep ; 
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a pearl she shall drop, as a boon from 

her eye, 
the urn of a wretch, who was fated to 
weep, 

THE STORM ;• 
Or, MERVILLE and VIOLA. 
E Zephyr soft sigh'd on \ht bosom of 

ocean, 
at swell'd in response to a kindred 

emotion-; 
[len the bark spread her canras to catch 

the light breeze, 
it whisper'd its way on the face of the 

seas. 

The vesibl in whlck Meirille and Viola (with their Ia« 
Child) sailed, was lost by wreck on the coast of Wales^ 
it eight yeaii ago^ K. 
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Tho' unruffled the wave, and unclouded 

the sky, 
Yet prophetic, alas ! was the gales gentle 

sigh ; 
For, anon, surly Boreas awoke, with a 

scowl. 
And forth ycU'd from his cave, a loud 

horrific howl. 



When the ship was on the ro^ks, Fhe entiie^y fillf'fl under 
decks, and the water got at last so high, lli:\t the crew aud 
j)issen«:ers were ubli,u:i.';l to cli.n'j the iiiRsts awl rijfqrng for 
tlMjir safety. It so ocO'.irrc<j, in the gonoi'al or.stk' pnJ <*onfu- 
siou, that Merville an I Viola wore on thj c'ort<a;.c- of 9t>pa- 
rate masts, and could not g-et ne.'»r C'V.v.U oMvr ; — \ loia 
preservinj; maSernai soficitude to the last, bore ii< v Infant 
aloft iu her arms, till at length exhausted and Ixi^tiiTioed, she 
was obliged to let it drop from her into a woUry -rruvc, in 
presence of Merrillc, who conlJ not possibly re ndrj- anjr 
assisJ^^ncc, and who, by and by, had thj c it.i-.v.'ijj;ie to 
b?hold hi» dear Viola herself following her iaiant into tfie 
yawning clement. It is probable that the cin-.jmsU'iue of 
Viola*s bring obliged to surrendt-r hf-r child into tijc i.rnis of . 
an untimc;ly death, contributed to hasten the inomMit of ex- 
treme debility, when she herself should folijw, not bciur 
ftlde any Ivujerto sustuiu her positiou in the cciila^«;. 
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Now the vault of blue ether appeared ia 
a blaze, ' 

And the soul of the deep was sere struck 
with amaze ; 

Now, in grandeur majestic, the thunder's 

loud roar, 

« 

Was return'd by old echo, who hail'd from 

the shore. 
Now the Osprey retired to his hold in the 

rock. 
For tho' savage and bold, he was aw'd by 

she shock, 
Now, O Merville ! the " bark that thy 

heart's treasures b)re, 
Fast approach'd to its doom, on a fatal 

lee shore j ^ 
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Foi" tl>e helm was unshipp'd, and no tow- 
boat could xidci 
Or outlive for a mon^ent the rage of tl»( 

tide. 
Now, sweet hope, that was wont, on her 

anchor to lean. 
And to smile on the surge of the tempest* 

toss'd main ; 
Struck aghast at the horrors, sore wept at - 

the view, 
Wing'd away, in affright, and deserted 

the crew. 
Pale despair, with a demon like glare in 

her eyes. 
The abode of the maid, in the vessel 

supplies } 
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But, alas ! how unlike in her mien and 

her air. 
Was the Angel of hope to the fiend of 

des air ! 



Now, ah ! where was the voice that the 

billjw obey«. 
And the tongue that speaks peace to the 

turbulent seas ? 
WhOybut whispers the mountainous wave, 

and 'lis stav'd, 
And commands the rude whirlwind^ to 

huoh, and 'tis lay'd. 
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But it was not his will, in that terrible |? 

hour. 
To breathe on the ocean his wave lulling \i 

power ; 
Nor to say to the billows, enough of your 

swell. 
Nor to* Boreas, be calm, and retire to thy 

cell. 

Twas not so; the Omnipotent, gracious 
and wise. 



M'^ho, so oft sends his blessings, in fearful 

disguise ; 
Did not yet, by the fiat supreme, of his 

will. 
See it meet to command the great deep to 

be still. 



1 
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No, the wave was commission'd, the wind 

blew his breath. 
By a mandate divine, and that mandate 

was death. 
Shall a worm ? shall a poor finite being, 

like man. 
Pare attempt the decrees of the God-head 

to scan ? 
Shall he question his maker, all mighty 

to save, 
Ev'n in death, tho' the body be sunk ia 

the wave ? 



INow, the helm being gone, and the ship 
without guid<* 
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She is toss*d, as a feather, aloft on the 

tide. 
All the mariners' skill can now nothing 

avail. 
In ont-braving the torrent, or" shifting the 

sail. 
Now apf aird is the heart that was won- 

tonly brave. 
For the prospect is dealh, and a wat'ry 
, grave. 

The rough seaman's experience in tactics, 

is vain. 
When the vessel's a log without stay on 

the main, 
For in braving the storm, when the wave 

wou'd o'crwhelm j 
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The grand mainspring of all, is the hand 
at the helm ; 

When once she is unshipp'd.all the tackle 
beside. 

Is but sport to the billow, and scoff to the 
tide. 

The strung nerve of his arm, who oft tug- 
ged at the oar. 

When the ship fear'd a wreck on an iron- 
bound shore, 
J" 

Is as impotent now, as the lily white 

hand. 
Of the fribble at court, by which Chloo 
is fann'd. 
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Kow> expectant of death are the dn 

stricken crew. 
All assembled on deck, to bid nat 

adieu. 
TTis the hour of decision, a soul-search: 

hour. 
And the tyrant exults in his mercil 

pow'r ; 
He, alike, hath decreed, the ignoble a 

bravej 
To a pillow of earth, or a shroud in t 

M'avc. 
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The poor Tar hath his own lov'd attrac- 

lions on shore. 
And his bosom endearments it presseth 

no more ; 
In tliis crisis so awful, a wife claims her 

share. 
In Tiis heart's strong emotion, and souls 

fervent pray'r. 
Berhaps the sweet babe he oft bore in his 

arms. 
Claims a tear from his eye, and his man« 

hood disarms ; 
These, next to that God, whom he kneel- 
ing implores. 
In this moment of trial> his bosom 

adores. 
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Tho' the Tar shall embrace his beloved 

no more, 
Tis consoling to think, she is safe on the 

shore j 
That she hears not the tempest, is free 

from alarms, 
And his babe, on a pillow of down, in her 
< arms. 

Such, the soul-soothing'picture, by nature 

pourtray'd. 
In that hour, when the heart is appall'd 

and dismay'd ; 
'Tis as Angel of solace with balm in hii 

breath. 
Who deprives of iis bitters, the chalice 

of death. 



1 



4 
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was not thus with thee Mervillc, ah ! 

drear to relate, 
ijr buffetings present with those that 

await ; 
)w, indeed, must thy soul all its forti- 
tude prove, 
!idst the terrors of death, and the plead* 

ings of love, 
ola's before thee, whom late thou had 

press'd, 
ith renewed endearment, and joy to thy 

breast ; 
hen she gave thee a name thou before 

had not known. 
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And affixd a new title of love to her 

own ; 
When she made thee a father, and gave 

to thy arms. 
As a mother's first gift, the first fruit of 

her charms ; 
She^ now thus entwined round thy inner- 
most soul. 
With what yearning 'emotion thy bowels 

must roll. 
But no pen can describe, nor no tongue 

can declare. 
The preponderant woe, thou art fated to 
* bear. 



i 
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Hark, the tempest, loud bellows, the thua- 

dcr's loud roar ! 
The Heaven's arc on fire, and the vessel 

near shore ! 
The black clouds rent asunder, in sym- 

pathy weep, 
And pour torrents of tears on the face 

of the deep ; 
Convulsion terrific, the elements rage ! 
And with conflict tremendous, in warfare 

engage ! 
ISfow, the spheres arc in armour, fcr bat- 

tie arrayd. 
The earth quakes for fear, and the ocean's 

dismay'd, , 
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Burning bolts, elemental, in fury ; 

huri'd. 
And fork'd lightnings blaze^ o*er a Ihi 

dcr-struck world. 
O thou God Omaipresent ! thy planets 

roll. 
To thy fiat obedient, who formed 

whole ; 
They, tho* seeming to wander, and ca 

less to ride. 
On the wings of the wind without bri 

or guide j 
Yet all move in their circuit, by sec 

decree. 
And arc rcin'd by thy finger, an^ staj 
- by thee^ 
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The fixM stars that bespangle Heav'ns lu- 
minous vault, 
\ To stand fast in their placeby thy counsel 

arc taught ; 
■ The sun*s car goes ts course, on the line 
thou has'c laid. 

And he lends the pale moon by thy order, 
his aid ; 

The dark clouds, that as curtains, so oft 
intervene. 

At thy beck sate the earth, with abun- 
dance of rain , 

IV^ich absorbed, she rejoicing, in grati- 
tude yields, 

A glad harvest of plenty, and grain-man- 
tled'fields. L3 • 
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All crcalion implicitly bends to thy will. 
And rejoiceth thy mandates divine to ful-- 

The dumb beasts of the field and the 

fowls of the air. 
Move obedient before thee> and each hath 

his sphere ; 
But poor Man, thine own image, the 

glory of all. 
He alone is rebellious and deaf to thj^ 

call ; 
Yet> most gracious, long suffering, and 
, merciful God ! 

Dost thou siill issue forth both thy call 

and thy rod ; . 
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ly Strong arm is made bare for thy hc-^ 

ritage still, 
Ivation thy pleasure, and mercy thy 

will. 



God ! had it pleased thee to speak to 

the seas, 
id to prove thy great wonder's thou an- 

tient of days ; 
hat delight and what joy in a moment 

had sprung, 
nd what anihems of praise had been 

thankfully sung ; 
le hearts of the dismal once more had 

been cheered. 



lOfi ORIGINAL POEMS. 



And thy terrible name been tzalled and 

fear'd ; 
But, ah ! who dares to question thy secret 

decree. 
Or to ask thee, why dldst'thou not order 

the sea ? 
Who dares say, but a veil ^neath the 

shroud af the wave, 
Ev'n a pillow of waters so dreary a grave, 
A denial of rite to the corpse of the dead, 
Tho' to nature repugnant, terrific, and 

dread ? 
Was, tho* fearful, a blessing, O thou who 

best knows ! % 

Who art Lord of thy creature, ai^d go* 

verns his closer 
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Lo ! he boils as a caldron, the terrify 'd 

sea, 
As aloft in a deluge he vomits his spray ; 
His surge breaks in fury on yonder rougb 

shore. 
And his foam to the rocks lofty summit 

is bore. 
How fearful, how more than terrific the 

view. 
As beheld from the deck by the dread- 
stricken crew ; 
Who already enfeebled, and drcnch'd hj 
the flood, 
j^aticipate' death in the stagnance of 

t 9 

^ blood. 
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Now, each soul hath its own retros] 

tion to trace. 
And its own private wrestlings and c 

bats for peace. 



Now, ah ! where was Voltaire, and 

champion Rousseau ? 
Where their haven of rest, in this 

ment of woe ? 
Cou'd their lore guard the soul by a ; 

gical spell. 
From the conquest of death, or the 

rors of hell ? 
But had either been here, I well wecr 

had known. 
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t the pow'r he denies is efficient 

alone ; 
: Immanuel reigns^ who is potent to 

save, 
to strip of his laurels, the fiend of 

the grave. 



r how dreadful this moment; she 

strikes on the rock ; 
' each nerve of the huge oaken hulk 

owns the shock, 
7 joint from the prow to the stern 

loudly creaks, 
a language portentous and horrific 

speaks. 
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Now inipcird by the hollow Womb'd bil- 
lowy wave. 

She is bilg'd by the rock^ and she sinks 
to her grave ; 

Still the roasts to the sockets arc faithful 
and tru^ 

And on high o'er the surge beaten cliffs . 
are in view. 

They yet yield to the wretched a last sad 
•» 

retreat, 

Ev*n a short dismal respite from wide 
yawning fate. 
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1 soft daughters of Erin bring hither 

a tear^ 
1 the dew drop deposit with sympathy 

here ; 
N behold a dear sister^ a tempest toss'd 

fair, 
pping, drench'd, and disheviell'd, aloft 

in the air ; 
ere fast clung to the mizzen yard-arm 

she is seen, 
i with all that should move you to 

weep, in her mien. 
ir Viola tho' far separated from you, 
1 with all that was dreadful to nature. 



• • 



in view i 

M 
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Was yet true to the land whence she dre^ 

vital brcalh, ■ 
And hath Icfi you a legacy bright, in hcj 

dealh ; 
A fond Irish mother's affections she 

proved. 
And evinced to the last how that mother 

had lov'd ; 
For in time's latest moment her infant 

sheprcss'd, 
Ev'n aloft in the shrouds, to her spray* 

beaten breast; 
'Till tir'd nature exhausted, her strength 

had quite fail'd, 
And death's spasms to the core, had hct 

vitals assaird. 



r 
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It was now, oh heart rcndhig and dismal 

to tell ! 
From her bosom maternal, her baby dear 

fell ; • 

Tho' with death's strong convulsions she 

wrestled to save. 
The first fruit of her womb from a shroud 

in the wavcu 
Ah ! cou'd I for ever spread pity's soft 

veil. 
O'er the sx)ul moving close of my tragical 

talc J 
Then my muse bathed in sympathy's 

fountain shou'd hide, 

« 

M « 
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Fair Viola's descent to the merciless tide, . 

But scarce was the infant immers d in the 

main. , 

t 
When stagnation arrested the mother's 

heart's vein ; 

When unconscious she enter'd her bois- 
terous bed. 

Ere Viola descended the shrouds^ she was ^ 
dead. ^ 

■i 

Thou surviv'd wretched Mcrville, the ■ 
drear sight to see ! 7 

Both thy wife and thy infant immer&'d in 
the sea ; 

But to tell thy vast horrors and sours 
deep despair^ 
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Both my heart must decline and my pen 

* must forbear ; 
Then su!fije ilto say, that thou made not 

thy grave, 
With thy wife and thy dear liule babe in 

the wave ; 
That thou yet wast preserved by that 

powV who best knows. 
By what medium to order life's journey 
L* - to close. 



When Jehovah commanded, the foaming 

white sea. 
To be still and no more lash the shores 

with his spray ; 
M 8 



135? ORIGINAL POEMS. 



nm^ 



When fierce Boreas retir'd to his dark 

dreary cell. 
And the bosom of ocean ceas'd rudely to 

swell; 
When bright Phcebus once more shed his 

soul cheering ray. 
And had ting'd with his gold the smooth 

face of the sea ; 
When this ball on its axis had trembled 

no more. 
That of late was convuls'd to its inner- 

most core. 
Now behold by the tide gently drifted 

along, 
The lamented remains of the themes of 

my song'; 
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She who8c 'fountain of sympathy weeps 

never more. 
Lies an unburied corpse on the Canibrian 

shore ; ' 
Whilst the babe she had borne in her 

arws to the last, ^ 
Now the wave at the feet of its mother 

had cast. 



A shepherd of Cambria who sought for 

his flocks. 
That were wont oft to stray o'er the surge 

beaten rocks j 



f- - 
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When beholding the scene on the smooth ' 

beach below. 
Was deep struck to the soul by the por- 

trait of woe. 

• * 

Now he hied to a hamlet oft story*d of 

old, 
For its nymphs that were tender and 

swains that were bold ; 
His recital disastrous once told in theit 

cars, 

^^ • 

Ey'ry eye in the -village fast yielded its 

tears, 
Ev'ry bosom to softness and pity was 

inov'd. 
Both of youths* deep enamourd and 

maidens' bclov'di. 
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a moment they fly to the scene on the 

shore, 
hence the victims of Neptunc's fell 

raging they, bore, 
hen the fair maids of Cambria had 

each shed a tear, 
id had hung sable plumes on the slow 

moving bier ; 
hen the solemn obsequies honours were 

paid, 
id in earth's matron bosom her off- 
spring wcic laid, 
requiem was sung at the giavc, o'er the 

dead, 
id the Bard of the hamlet the epitaph 

r^ad. 
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THE EPITAPH. 



V 



Beneath the tall elm's lordly shadc> 

Glcnowcn's daughter's weep, 
Low in the grave's cold bosom laid. 

Two hapless strangers sleep. 
A female form, in bloom of life» 

And interesting mien, 
Perhaps some luckless warrior's wife^ 

That female form had been*. 
A soldier's miniature was found. 

Hung by a golden chain, 
Which twice, her snowy neck, around, 

Blue ribbon bra6*d again. 
An infant robed in muslin dress. 

Deep trimmMwith Gallic UcC| 
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Was ground whence villager's might 
guess, 

'Twas no ignoble race. 
Wayfaring swain, whoe'er thou art. 

Pity demands thy tear. 
Hast thou e'er known a stranger's hearts 

Lo, two lie bury'.d here ! 



CONCLUSION. 



Julia of Snowdeh, sacred kceps^ 
The garments they had worn. 

She oft times turns them o'er, and weeps^ 
The wearers fate forlorn. 
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TO MOORE. 



Had ST thou e'er seen my Mary's eye. 

Or caught its Heav'nly beam, 
Ob ! Moore thou never more wou'dst cry. 

That they were all the same. 
And then thy soql wou'd burn with shame 

At what thou'st dar'd to sing, 
That woman is a trifle r's name, 

A light and foolish thing. 
And didst thou hear my Mary's tongue. 

Her heart's pure essence yield, 
Thou'd swear it was a sylph had sung. 

In some enchanted field. 
Again, thy soul wou'd burn with s,hame. 

At what thou'st dar'd to sing j 
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That Woman is a triflcr's name, 

A light and foolUh thing. 
Hadst thou e'er seen her siiowy breast. 

In tender pity heave, 
rhou'd think thyself supremely bless'd, 

Wert thou but Mary's slave. 
Anew, thy soul wou'd burn with shame. 

At what thou'st dar'd to sing. 
That Woman is a triflcr's name, 

A light and foolish thing. 
And didst thou see her lily hand. 

Relieve the neighb'ring poor. 
That welcome take their daily stand. 

Beside my Mary's door ;. 
Methinks thou'd hide thy face with shame, 

N 
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At what thou'st dar'd to sing. 
That Woman is atriflcr's name, 

A light and foolish thing. 
Go now and steal behind yon bush,- 

Of ever verdant yew. 
Oh ! how thy very soul will blush. 

At the enchanang view. 
How cou'd I ever, ever dream. 

Returning thence, thou'lt sing, 
That Woman is a triflcr's name, 

A light and foolish thing. 
I saw, indeed, a hcav'nly sight. 

All lovely 'twas to view. 
It fiird my bosom with delight. 
Whilst peeping thro' the yew. . 
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'Twas Mary's Fane, at which she pray'd. 

And sung herev'ning song, 
I cou'd for ever there have stay'd. 

Nor thought the moments long. 
No more Til cry, away, away. 

No more I'll call on death. 
For I could live in endless day. 

Embalnrd by Mary's breath. 
I'll cease and keep my pettish air. 

For subjects less divine. 
And wound, no more, the charming fair. 

By my sarcastic line. 
Oh ! never, never, be my lay, 

A vehicle of Ire, 
I never more will cry, away. 

To whom, I must admire. 



i 
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JOY. 



What soul scothing accents, come soft 

o'er the car. 
Saluting the birlh of the penitent tear; 
Vrhcn hope, on her anchor, as zephyr 

serene, 
S!:eds, benignant her smile o'er the new 

born scene. 
Despair, now resigns her tyrannical 

sway, 
Si^e flics at the dawn of the vision of day. 
Now the winter is over, the summer's at 

- hand. 
And the voice of the turtle is heard ia 

the land 
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Now the vernal flowrcts, refresh'd by the 

dews, 
O-cr the face of the vallics their perfume 

diJi-se ; 
The rose bud of Sharon, rejoiceth the 

gab, 
The forests clap hands, and re-echo, AH 

Hail. 
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CONSOLATION/ 



Oh 1 tiioTi whose tears in sad succession 

flow, 
Wxho drinlCst so deeply at the fount of 

woe ; 
What shall I say, to sooth thcc at this 

hour. 
Thy spirit sinking 'ncath affiiclions pow'r. 
What key divine, what solace yielding 

sound, 
Cn the ^ft harp can lull thy bosom 

wound ? 



* To a Mother on the death of her Damhter, who left 
a'^voral Children, and was remark tbie for a tneetiiess of 
countenance vi'akh critically delineated both mind and 
manners. 
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s there no styptic in the balmy strain, 
*o check the flowings of afflictions vein ? 
s there no>baIsani in the voice of love,. 
To oil enxoUient in the vase above, 
ijat soft distilling on the wounded part, 
an calm the writhing fibres of thine 
heart ?• 



• holy heralds of consoling gra^c, 
re woTit to wing on messages of peace, 
fly as Angels to tjiesc spheres below, 
o lull the throbbings of the widowV 

woe ; 
[ay they, commissioned by mount Sion'S^ 

king, ' 
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The balm of Hermon> in their pliials 
bring. 

And pour profusely on thy soul, the dcvr. 

That will its sweet serenity renew ; 

That Will, tho* suffering, give thee to re- 
joice. 

As do the lambkins, at the shepherd's 
voice. 



Whom n^uch he loves, th* Almightji 

deejJy tries. 
Ere yet he calls them to their kindred 

skies ; 
Bread of adversity's nutritious food. 
Dispensed by him for purpcsea of good* 
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The gold that often passcth thro' the firc^ 
The best of judges will the most admire. 
The tribulations of this chequer'd scene. 
Forerun the calmness of a state serene ;• 
Where sorrow's briny tear is wip'd away. 
Where Hcav'nly sunshine vivifies the 

day, 
Where loud Hosanna'^, sainted spirits 

sing^, 
In testimonial of their gracious king* 



Well tho* thy Lydia, gentle as the dawn. 
Of Luna's smile upon the dewy lawn, 
No more shall greet thee with that aspect 
mildj 
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That seem'd the sweetness of an infa 
child ; 
. Tho' she, no more, maternal fondnc 

prove. 
To the dear offspring of her pligbtc 

love. 
Nor with a mother s anxious cares s«j 

ply. 

The craving wants of their infantile or] 
Yet how consoling, that ihe God of trull 
Watchcth the ca\\nlng of intellect ( 

youih ; 
Unfolds his beauties to the infant race, 
In softest whispers of the voice of peac< 
Sure, he who calld tlie mother to th 

skies. 
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ill hear with pity the dear babys' cries, 
ill be their parent, bear them on his 

arm, , 

id guard them safely from the fiend of 

harm« 



len, oh ! thou wounded deeply stricken 

deer, 
ipe from thy lid, that sorrow speaking 

tear ; 
)W, in the ev'ning of thy well spent 

days, 
t on thy vesture, ev'n the robe of 

praise ; 
lousands of Angels on the holy mount, 
inking the living waters of that fount. 
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Whose streams a glad'ning influence im» 

part, 
A sovereign med'cine for a broken hearts 
Await, in raiment whiter than the snow, 
Escap'd for ever, from the shafts of woe ; 
They hail thy coming to that holy place, 
That glorious mansion of eternal peace; 
Where no more pain nor sorrow can 

annoy. 
Where all is beauty, and extatic joy. 
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NARCISSA. 



lEN Young, pious Bard of the som- 
bre, assay'd, 

weep o*er the urn of a dear flitted 
maid ; 

bedewing the flowrets oh sympathy's 
shrine, 
song seem'd the carol of Angel di- 
vine. 



rcissa was laid 'ncath the green tufted 

sod, 
r spirit had flown to the region of 

God ; 
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On dove pinion'd wing, sh6 had hied to 

that bourn, 
Whence, I ween, she no more wotl'd dc* 

sire to return ; 
There, the tear of regret, lio m6re sully'd 

the cheek. 
There, the froward, no more, tyi^annizfi^ 

o'er the meek ; 
There, the Glory of God, sheds the lustre 

of light. 
And the purifiy'd bask in its rays, with 

delight 1 
Yet how mekingly soft, the sweet lyrist 

pourtray'd. 
The grief of his soul, on the flight of th.' 

Maid y 
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For, tho'calm consolation commix'd with 

his lays. 
And his song was pcrfum'd with the 

odour of praise ; 
Still, the frailty of nature, wept over her 

urn. 
For nature is shackled, and fated to 

mourn. 



By the psalm breathing choir, of the mu- 
sical Young, 
Alternate, religion and nature, are sung j 
Now sunk to the bass note, bis tremulous 

wire, 

O 2 
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Dies off, to a swoon> in the soul cf hii 

lyre ; 
Now the key of the chmtian, on eztacy^i 

Ming. 
Th' cnraptur'd musician s heard sweetly 

to sing ; 
For the kindred breathings, of feeling as 

fine. 

As ever cnanieU'd poetical line ; 

From purity's fountain were wont to 

diffuse. 
The cew of the saint, on the fire of the 
niu$e, 
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HORATIO. 



RK sad Horatio, on the mountain 

drear, 
^''d the solace of one briny tear, 
host of sins committed in his youth, 
';nst the pleadings of in-speaking 

truth 'y 
icrce array'd, ia threatening armour 

stand, 
ble, frowning, formidable band ; 
annot raise' to heav'n a streaming eye, 
dares to breathe a penitential sigh> 
s to invoke a Saviour to descend, 
he had once been poor Horatio's 

friend. O S 
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Mark his red eye- balls, as they fiercely 

glare. 
Hear his deep groan bespeak his souFs. ; 

despair ; 
See, all aghast, that visage wan and pale, ' 
That frame all palsy'd, that was once so, 

hale. 
If ever pity with her balmy smile. 
Had striv'n a mortal's anguish tobeguifc, 
This was an hour for pity to attend. 
With the mild accents of a soothing 

friend ; 
But to some other, clime the maid had 

flown, 
And left the wretched wanderer alonc^ 
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Lo, now, when death and hell conibin'd> 
display, 
^ Their frowning terrors, and their fell 

* 

array ; 

A song of heav'nly love, Horatio hears*. 

Its melting strains, the fainting mourner- 
cheers ; 

'Twas tho* the morning stars together 
sung. 

And the rejoicing spheres, in echo rung j 

The voice was his, whose bowels yearn- 
ing, move, 

O'er Man, his creature, with paternal 
love. 
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lO MERCY. 



Oh ! whither, Heavnly maiden^ hast thou 
flown, 

*Tis long, my love, since I have seen thy 
face. 

Since on thy virgin bosom, I have known. 

The more than blessing of thy fond em- 
brace. 

Thou once wast mine, thou led me to the 
bow'r. 

Where Sharon's rose, in blushing beauty 
blew ; 

Where love descended a reviving showV, 
Soft as the drizzling of mount Hermon's 
dew. 
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But, ah ! thou nymph of Heav'ns ethereal 

race ! 
Unfaithful to thy love and matchless 

charms. 
Deaf to the carols of thy tongue of peace, 
I woo'd a haggard wench and flew thy 

arms. 
Perhaps cv'n still thou hovcrst o'er my 

head. 

Veird by a cloud from these desiring^ 
eyes. 

That yet thou'lt snatch me from the har- 
lot's bed. 
And by my sorrows, teach me to be wi$e^ 



I .11 



i 
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TO LAVINIA^ 



When on a fcvcr'd restless bed. 

My lord in anguish lay, 
The grim, the vaunting tyrant said^ 

Behold my dcstin'd prey. 
But God, in pity, heard my cry. 

And mark'd niy flowing tears ; 
He sent his herald from on high* 

To dissipate my fears* 
Laden with balm the cherub came. 

From Gilead's vine clad hill, ^ 
And in JehovaVj mighty name. 

Proclaimed the God-head's will. 



* This Poem wm written to a Lady in the Country, 
nediatel}' on the Physician's havin^^ prunounccd her li 
toaod in a i|tat« of coi.iAlejic«Dce, after a scTcre fevar. 
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cntless death, that hovcr'd rounds 
ly husband's thorny bed, 
righted heard the Seraph soiiAdi 
knd from the chamber fled, 
in shall I not with fervent breathi 
he grateful Anthem sing ? 
God who-stay'd the fie rid of death) 
ly heart's warm. incense bring ) 
11 r nDt show myihrarits dear, 
hro' dawning reason's ray^ 
holy hand that wip'd the teslfi 
'rom sorrow's eye, away ? 
! yes, 111 teach whom God hath giv'tti 
'o celebrate his praise, 
irtg aspirjitions to high Heav*tt| 
L mother's care shall raise } 



158 ORIGINAL POEMS. 



And when Palcmon's health shall bear. 

That we, at eve, may stray, 
it shall be his Lavinia's care. 

In gratitude to say ; 
** Oh, my lov'd Lord, once more my own 

'Twas Hcav'n's benign decree. 
That thou hadst not for. ever flown. 

Away, my love, from me! 
Then let us kneel and homage pay.^ ?. 

To Majesty Divine, 
And to the great Jehovah tay. 

The Glory all is thine!" 
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THE SHIP. 



: the rough besom of the blllowj^ 

main, 
c proud Ship cleaves the silv'ry wave 

in twain ; 
gallant pomp high o'er the surge she 

rides, 
r keel the ploughshare of the parting 

tides. 
Dft, the seaman, on the topmost shroud> 
bibes the drizzling of the weeping 

cloud. 
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Alas ! how little do the landsmen know. 
Of sailor's toils when stormy gusts shall 

blow; 
When hollow winds from secret caverns 

roar. 
And foaming breakers lash the craggy 

shore ; 
When screaming sea birds round the 

vessel prowl, 

m 

And savage Osprey's o'er the bark shall 

scowl ; 
When blue forked light'nings flash ia 

vivid blaze, 

* 

And strike the foaming waters with 
amaze. 
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All this and more^ that hath not here been 

told. 
Is the experience of the seaman bold ; 
Whose hardy deeds in midnight scenes 

of woe, 
Alas ! how little doth the landsman knoiy. 
When great Jehovah whispers to the 

deep. 
His lullaby, the seas are rockM to sleep ; 
Down at his presence liquid mountains 

flow, 

His are the billows and the winds thaf^ 

blow. 

P 2 
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Tis by his saiilc he calms the ruffled 

main. 
And siTiooth's the rippling of the wat'rjr 

plain ; 
Obedient ocean trembles at his nod. 
And prostrate waters own a reigning 

God. 
What mighty wonders on the awful deep, 
.The seaman proves whilst lubber lands- 
men sleep ; 
What grateful joy shrills thro' his soft- 

eti'd breast, 
When God haih luU'd the elements to 

rest ; 
When hope revives and fancy paints oncc 

more> 
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The vessel anchor'd on his rative shore j 
His rosy Polly waiting rn the strand, 
To greet her Tar, and hail him safe on 

land ; 
Borne in her arms, his hope cf evening 

When toils are o'er, his health depicting 

boy. 

Such cheering vision oft the seaman stes^ 
When gently wafied ty the. sighing 

breeze ; 
When proudly stalking o'er the silver 

tides, 
Ip stately pomp the gallant vessel glides* 
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THE BATTLE. 



A RUDDY Youth, 
A friend to Truth, 

Heard Israel's strength deny'd. 
He cou'd not bear 
The taunt to hear. 

Of Israels arms defy*d. 
Then from the brook. 
Five stones he took. 

Of polish smooth and fine. 
Faith ncrv'd his arm. 
He fcar'd no harm. 

His courage was divine. 
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Impending fate 

Did then await. 
The cast of David's slings 

A lii.le stone 

In faith was thrown. 
By Israel's riiddy king. 

He, strong in might. 

Who came to fight. 
And brave the living God, 

Who great in pride. 

His flock defy'd. 
Strode proudly on the sod. 

In armour bright 

He came to fight. 
His sword of monstrous sizCi 
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For many days 

Struck with amaze. 
And dazzled Israel's ey^s. 

The gen'rous boy, 

Felt noble joy, 
Her cause to vindicate^ 

With aspect mild, 

As any child. 
He met the monster's hate. 

A figure fine 

Of grace divine. 
Of blessings not yet known. 

Was then display'd. 

When he assay'd. 
To sling his little stone. . 



/ 
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In God's great name. 

The stripling came. 
For God had been defy'd. 

The tow'ring foe. 

The child laid low. 
With all his boast and pride. 

Deists wont own 

That little stone. 
By which Goliah died. 

The truly wise. 

Shall ever prize. 
What daily ihcy deride. 

Foundation strong. 

Supports my song, 
I fear no critic's smile. 
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The flimsy jest. 
Wont stand the test, 

Kor yet the crafty wile* 
Full half the lays 
Of modern days 

Are lies behind a mask. 
To rend their veiL 
For public weal, 

ShouM be the Peel's task. 
The assassin's dart, 
Wing'd at the heart. 

Prepares a deadly blow. 
The whining song. 
The bias wrong 

Inflicts a deeper woe. 
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The Poets fire 

On the deep Lyre 
Swells to a noble sound. 

It yields a calm. 

Emits a balm^ 
And lulls affliction's wound. 

But yet tliat fire 

Cn the sweet Lyre, 
However softly lon'd. 

Is jargon mad. 

And music sad, 
If truth shou'd be dethron'd. 

I can't admire. 

The weeping wire. 
Or Poets highest fight, 



leo 
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Unless his lay. 
As dawning day, , 
Break thro" the cloud of nights 



YOUTH. 



Old Oaks are stiff and difficult to bencl> 
Old hearts are tough and difficult to mend» 
Vouth is the plant on which the veratl 

show'r. 
Distilling softly ope*s the lovely flow'r. 
On your dear bosoms, tender yet m4 

kind, 

r 

t fain would pour the balsam of the miAd> 
Teach you to know the glowing breath ^f 
love. 



I 
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For ev'ry creature that can feel and move, 
^ For he that loves you and that gave you 
life. 
Forbids all cruelty, and loaths all strife ; 
To him, the hungry Ravens cry for bread. 
And by his bouniy are the Vultures fed ; 
The solitary bird of sombre eye. 
Receives her daily pittance from on high ; 

* Your God is mindful of the sparrow's 

fall. 

And notes the shrill beaked Bitterns dis- 
mal call. 

He who regardeth each inferior race, 

• Much more will feed you with the milk 

of grace J 
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And if you will refuse the world's leave 
Shall break to you thehallow'd bread 

jHeav'n. 
All things- that breathe have one gre; 

friend above. 
Eternal wond*rous prototype of love. 



POOR JACK. 



My Vessel quite new, my top-gallai 

mast set. 
On the ocean of life I bent sail, 
Touch'd at many a harbour, launched dec 

into debt. 
And am anchored at last in a Jail. 
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he soft breathing gale, when I first put 

to sea, 
•oinis*d fair, a snug harbour to find ; 
at too fast ran my smack, and I soon 

lost my v/ay, 

■ 

>r ray compass was far, far behind, 
that moor'd I am now, on this iron-' 

bound coast, 
y top-gallant mast carried away ; 
y hull is so sliattcr'd I've nothing to 

b::ast, 
)r to brag of my feats on the sea. 
o' uSwLss and craz'd, here my poor 

hulk is laid, 
y rigging thrown careless away i 



184 ORIGINAL POEMS. 



^m^,^t^^m^^^m^^-^^^l»mi^^^t^^i^ 



I can give the young mariner bound on 
life's trade, 

A hint to preserve him at sea. 

To be wtU stor'd with ballast, the main- 
stay wedg'd tight, 

Tlic helm ever carefully lash'd. 

Above all, down your top-sails, as on 
comes the night. 

Lest you drive on-a rock and be smash'd. 

Shou'd the moon e'en entice, by her fuH 
glare of light, 

I advise you beware of her smile ; 

She is but the empress or queen of the 
night. 

And may the poor seaman beguile. 
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isult oft your compass, it teaches to 

steer, 
eriain undevious track ; 
:n your sails you may point to the 

breeze without fear, 
1 glide away smooth in your smack, 
u'd the holljw winds howl, and the 

ocean run high, 
1 the tempest appear in the cloud ; 
u'd the light' nings vivid, -fast flash 

frjm the sky, 

n. Poor Jack must cfcscend from the 

shroud. 

Q.3 



« 
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Be calm and collected, stand fast to the 

helm, 
Nor shrink from the s] lash of the spray; 
There's a guardian aloft o'er the wat*r} 

realm. 
Who rules the proud waves of the sea. 
You mariners young, \V|th your gay can' 

vas tent. 
Lend an ear to the old seamank lay. 
For he pipes his experience with kindlj 

intent;^. 



Havinj suffer'cljdcep sorrows at set. 



V' 



"f-^f'r 



■i' ' 
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BALM. 



•^. 



See Mary,* weeping o'er the mound» 

Where lacob's rcHc lies. 
Behold a Cherub hov'ring round* ^* 

Love beaming from his eyes. 
He fain wou'd wipe the tear swol'ri orb> 

Tiiat dews the hallow'd grave ; 
And with his Angtl breath absorb^ 

Tlie cheek descending wave. 
He stoops to poiirtito JacoVs home, 

Wheie Abra'm's seed halh flown ; 

•■•4 
To sb(j3Sv the time defying dome. 






.•*.»' 
"»... 



Her Lord now calls h'^ own* 

* Widow of Richard J«(im 



'J 
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What tho* his cold bones niould'ring li 

Beneath the grass cloth'd clcd ; 
His spirit hath an housC on high» 

The Paradise of God. 
Xo thai bless'd country Richard vventj, 

Which Jacob's grandsire chose ; 
He wrestled for the royal tent. 

He conquered and he rose, 
^ay goodly Joseph,t as of yore^ 

L/Iaintain the noble line. 
And Israel's seed forever niore« 

In pristine beauty shine. 
So prays a wand'ring strayed shcep^ 

Long absent from the fold ; 

^ fildest Sod of the diecea5ecl« 
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Who oft hath cause to mourn and weep. 

The pastures green of old, 

Where Israel s Shepherd fed his flocks. 

And drove the Wolf away ; 

• 
Who to Moun. Gilboas barren rocks, 

Wou'd Jure the Sheep to stray. 
The tender Lauibkins of the mead. 

Were that good Shepherd's care ; 
To cooling shades he'd gently lead. 

Or lit his arms he'd bear. 
you, that yet are of the fold. 

And know that precious care. 
Forever stedfast may you hold, 

Your right to pasture there ! 
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Then when the final scene shall close. 
Like Jacob, you shall prove, 

The sweets of Israel's bLss'd repose. 
In God's eternal love. 



The Sister Tsles^ 



How hath Jehovah's silken wing, 
^r- Overspread you, Sis cr Isles, 
And how hath Salem's Holy King, 

O ers.^tadow'd you with smiles. 
When deSvilating War had blown, 

His horn in ev'ry land. 
You, above all, your God hath known. 

And cradled in bis hand. 
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Then will you s ill ungrateful prove. 

And mo.k him to his fa^e ? 
Will you rtject Messiah's Lve, 

And spurn the Prince of Peace? 
O think, on Lusitan'a's shore. 

And poor Iberia's land ! i 

Dclug'd with fl )ods of human gore. 

By Gallia's ruthless band ! . 
O Lord our God ! might England sajr. 

And Erin loud proclaim. 
Thy breath hath blown our foes away, 

HOSANNA TO THY NaM£, 
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CJRUS. ^ 



My gentle Carus, I have seen thy fa< 
A beam was there, a lambent beam 

pea^e ; 
Soft pity spoke from thy soul cheeri 

eye, 
And sweetly shed this animating cry ; 
O cou'd I hand thee consolation's balm. 
Thy sea of troubles soon shoii'd know 

calm ! , 
O Carus, Carus, let us tune our lays. 
To Minstrel notes of elevated praise ! 
Vainly the Bard shall animate the lyre. 
Unless he catch, from Hcav'n Angeli 
fire; 
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;ss dear Gilead's all composing balm»- 
-s on the Boul the sweetness of its 

caLn ; 
n, then, the lilies, 'neath his feet shall 

spring, 
a, then, he worships Israelis gracious 

king, 
n shall the dew of Hermon, on the 

mount, 
il its essence from the sacred fount, 
n he shall feel himself a worm of 

earth, 
ak in his pow'rs, and blinded from his 

birth i 
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His boasied lalcnts prostrate shall he 
And humbled to the dust shall mec 

say. 
Be plcas'd to mould me. Father, as t 

wilt. 
But ah ! remove the burden of my gi 
Oh ! then the song of Mosjs and 

Lamb, 
l/Ly soul shall chant before thee, gi 
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ALBERT. 



A WANDERING Bard^ I once descry'd^ 

Tears strewed the path he trod, 
'Twas on Mount Calty's shaggy side. 

He weeping baih'd the clod. 
Affliction sad and sore he knew. 

Sweet peace had fled his breast ; 
His native ficLls were full \n view. 

Where once was Albert bkss'd. 
But now no more the, ancient Hall, 

Receives the wretch forlorn ; 
No more a Mother's tender call> 

Invites her Son's return. 

R 2 
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For Albert early prone to stray. 

And muse in sylvan shades. 
Oft saunterM out the live long day^ 

In Rihcb's lonely glades. 
TTwas here, within his youthful sou^ 

Sensation tender grew. 
Here did his yearning bowels roU^ 

For all whom Albert knew. 
jHcre first he shed o'er Wcr cr s woes, 

A soft unbidden tear. 
The pearl shone pendant on the rose, 

Tnatdroop'd like Charlotte there. 
The hazle bush he call'd his friend^ 

The spreading oak his shade. 
Here first he saw a gracious end. 

In all Jehovah made. 
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.Did Albert in his early walk, 

O'er Riheb's dew bath'd meads, 

'here chirping songsters morning talk. 

Invited to the shades; 
Unwary^ crush the tiny Cot, 

Where dwelt the sober Snail, 
He dropped a tear upon the spot. 

As shepherds* tell th^ talc. 
But, ah ! no more o'er Rihcb's meadS;, 

The wretched Bard shall stray, 
-Nor in its deep sequestered shades. 

Sojourn the live long day. 
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THE LINNETS 



A Cat once to a Linnet's^nest, 

Had prowling found his way. 
As gentle Mary's step had press'dj 

The sod beneath the spray. 
O'er Mary^s head in anguish shrill, 

The malron sccm'd to say, 
O cruel monster do not kill, 

Nor bear my babes away I 
Enough, for Mary saw the foe^ 

And heard the mother's plaint. 
She understood the vorce of woe. 

And felt it as a saint. 
For nearer as to Hcav'n she drcw^ 

More fully did she know^ 
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That lovely 'tis in Angels view^ 

To sooth the pang of woe. 
She took the Cat with outstretch'd armj. 

And b')*e the thief awajr^ 
Ere yet his purposcs^ of harm^ 

Made desolate the spray. 
The little brood by matron carcj 

Sooii rose ott' pinion gay. 
And high aloft in liquid air*.. 

Sung sweetly o'er the lea. 
And ev'ry morn, as.village malds» 

Recite the tender tale. 
Before they sought the woodland shades 

Or sported on the gale. 
At grey of dawn, in gratitude*. -, 

And drawn by love sinccr^. 
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The matron Linnet and her brood. 

Saluted Mary's ear. 
There was an oak s outstretched arm^ 

Across her window flung. 
And there in strains as pure as warm^ 

The sweet salute was sung. 



A SEA SCENE. 

** Take in a reef," the tlust'ring Captain 

cries, 
As the cloud portent hides the starrff 

skies. 
Aloft the seaman climbs the hempen 

shroud, 
And to the night watch shrilly pipei^ 

aloud; 
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" A sail, a hoy ! right on the quarter lee^ 
** With mien majestic cleaved Uie yield- 

ing sea, 
^ Just doth the welkin 'neath the louring 

clouds, 
Permit my sight to catch the vesseVs 

shrouds " 
The watch word pass'd, the Captain d— • 

his eyes. 
And down below to fetch the night glasa 

hies ; 
Return'd on deck, a Gallic first rate spies^ 
*« Bear down upon her, bclmaman, hoy, 

he cries* 



A 
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On bended knee> her bosom bath'd io 

tears. 
The horrid roaring of the war she hearty 
W here death in splinters flies on ev'rjr 

side. 
And many a slaughtered Tar, the billows 

hide. 
Lo I now in close fight grap] ling, thej 

engage. 
And hand to hand the dreadful combat 

wage ; 
The British boarders by Evander led. 
Deal havoc round and strew the deck with 
dead ! 
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engih, war's laurels, crown the Albioii 

broWj 
1 Albion ensign Wave^ o'er Gallic 

pr6w ; 
French three-decker to Britannia's 

fehore, 
ow'd in triumph, by a sev'nty-four. 
j now, tho' many a British warrior 

fell, 
many a weeping British maid can 

tell, 
d tho' the friendless orphan now no 

more, 
ill greet his father, safe return^ oti 

shore ; 

S 



i 
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Tho' fair CasSiodra, never more with j 

joy. 

Shall greet lier little laureVd miclship boy. 
Victorious shouts shall rend the liquid 

skies. 
As Portsmouth's dock receives the Gallic 

prize. 

The DOCTORS EPITAPH^ 



The Doctor, poor fellow, long toss'd oa 

the wave 
Of this life s stormy sea, in his shell ; 
Is anchor'd, at last, in the port of the 

grave,. 
A$ the stone that lies a'er him can telL 
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he Sexton that dug the deep pit where 

he h*cs, 
:ost sincerely lamented his fall, 
nd the sad Undertaker, with tears in his 

eyes, 
I gratitude furnished his pall ; 
or to both, the good Doctor, had evcu 

been kind, 
nd humanely extended his aid, 
'hilst he liv'd> no slagnaiion they ever 

cou'd find, 
or no dearth, in the course of their 

trade. 

S c 
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THE VISION. 

'Reclin'd on a rack of Moui 

high peak, 
I survey'd Ihe rich valley bclo 
A salt tear of surrow dcsc 

cheek. 
It o'erflowed from the fountam 
I wept o'er my Country, thi 

Isles, 
The most beautiful spot of the 
Clad in carpets of verdure, 1 

with smiles, 
Was green Erin, the land of n 
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•oiii cowslip, from lily, from sweet 

scented rose, 
'oin tho snow sheeted hawthorn in 

bijrm, 
union of odours, reviving arose, 
:id had loaded the gale with perfume, 
jaz'd on the dear native soil whence I 

sprung, 
id rcmembcr'd the scenes of my youth; 
htn forests in chorus together had 

sung, 
id their lays wee religion and truth. 

m 

le Ousel, the Linnet, the Lark, and the 
Tl.rush, 

ere the minstrels composing the quire; 

S3 
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And thq music that came from the grec 

holly bush, 
Mock'd Handel hinisclf, and his lyre. 
Here was the Messiah, unshackled by art, 
By his innocent quiristers sung, 
And theirs was the preaching that tei^- 

dcr'd thi$ hearty 
When it yet was untainted and young, 
I ijius'd all alone, on the mountain top 

high, 
Evry tear of my Country was mine ; 
I heard from the valley one general cr}7 
Ascend to the Council Divine.^ 
It came from a people trod dov. n anc 

oppress'd. 
It complained at the footstool cf God ! 
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Who hears with compassion the weak and 

distress'd. 
When they wince 'neath the soul galling 

rod ! . 
With grief I beheld this fair Island, so 

blc§s'd> 
In its climate and richness of soil. 
By the Genius of Tyranny sorely Qp* 

pressed,. 
And surrendered to him as a spoil. 
J look'd to the Monarch that governs thC 

la.r)d,. 
The dear little land of my birth ; 
I vicw'd the ipild sceptre of sway, in his 

hand. 
The envy and pride of the earth, 
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I saw a fell monster with envious eye. 
Wield o'er Erin his pestilent wand, 
Tac faLhion of murder he bore on his 

thigh. 
And the standard of drath in his hand. 
As I view'd the tormentor destroying the 

Isle, 
And queried from whence he ha 1 came f 
Art thou also blind i he rejoined with a 

smile. 
The Demon of Discord s my name, 
I besought the pure spirit, the meek little 

Dove, 
To allure the \ile monster a^vav, 
Toimmerschini amain in the ocean of lovc^ 
In tht deep, in the ialhouikss sea. 
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A P RAVER. 



O THOU who sway*st the realms abovc^ 

Lord God of light and truth. 
Once more, O let me know that love> 

Wherewith thou led my youth ! 
O bind that cord around my soul^ 

And lead me to repent. 
Father, whose tender bowels roll. 

To wonderful ez^tent I 
For lost in sins' foul vorlcx drear, 

I cannot even pray, 
Nor shed one penitential tear. 

To wash my sins away. 
Ah ! no, the spring tide morn hath flown> 

When chear'd by vernal ray, 
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My Father's smile, from his high throne, 

Diffiis'd the li^ht of day. 
The dark night curtaifi long hath drawi!^ 

Around my weary bed, 
Ko dream of morning's Hcav'nly dawa. 

The vision, of my head. 
The checrly Laik's clative note. 

No more [ sweetly hcar^ 
Nor litilc Robin's warbling throat^^ 

Salutes my v/aking car. 
No more the syl v an joys are mihc^ 

Where njyriad songster's sing. 
Who all proclaim thy pow'r divine. 

And worship thee, their King. 
I hear not now with fond dt light. 
The sweetly vocal Thrush, 
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L l^or fancy in the tiny wight, 
\ Thy Angel in the bush.^ 
With eye botanic., new no more, 

I view ihe op'n'n^ fljw'r. 
Nor thro' the mjcr(>sc'>pe I pore^ x 

To read Ahuighty pow'r. 
But all IS veil d and all is dark. 

In meadow, glen, ajnd grove. 
Ah me ! I cannot fctl one sparky 

Of worship or of love. 



■ Thou, who call'd La«Vus from the grar^ 

Where putrid- he had laiiv. 
Art mighty yet, O God, to savej 
And rcaovaie agaiiv .< 
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LAZARUS. 



In jincicnt days^ 
The scripture says, 

A Youth bclov'd was sick^ 
Two Sisters deaf. 
Distressed with fear. 

And wounded to the quickj 
Knew if the Lord, 
But spake the word. 

Their Brother shou'd yet livcj 
Mary, before. 
Taught to adore, 

Knew Jesus cou'd fbrgive» 
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They then sent word. 

Unto the Lord, 
That whom he lov'd was sick. 

For the/ were sure 

That he cou'd cure, 
Tho' wounded to the quick* 

A wondrous thought. 

Within him wrought, 
Th* occasion to improve. 

To show the pow'r 

In that grand hour. 
Of everlasting love. 

He did not move, 

Tho' fiU'd with love,' 
T 
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He tarried yet two days. 

Determined then, 

ThQ sons of men, 
Shou'd sing his Father's praise. 

When he drew near. 

He dropp'd a tear. 
The Son of God was mov'd. 

He came to save 

Ev'n from the grave, 
A friend he dearly lov'd. 

The putrid clay. 

Did then obey, 
Jl miracle was wrought. 

Almighty pow'r. 

In that grand hour, 
Bsggai'd all human thought 



'-:l. 
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Thou Deist, say, 

Who rul'd that day ? 
Who then did shed a show'r, 

Of Holy love, 

Distiird above. 
Creative in its pow'r ? 

Yet cv'n for thee. 

That Balm is free^ 
It rains around thy tent. 

The dew Divine, 

May yet be thine. 

Salvation its intent. 
T % 



•-X. 
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ANNA.^ 



As Honor is a gem so rare. 

And honesty a pearl, 
I'd ask one question of my fair. 

My Raven black ej *d Girl. 
Where ib thy Grandsire's pendant bu 

Whose soul was free of guile. 
Who, tho* a tenant of the dust. 

Yet preacheth all the white. 
Look on that face, and well I wccrx^ 

No more thou'lt ask of nic 5 



* To a young T.ady who requested the Author to write ' 
soinetliiiior on the Honor and honesty of Mau. The ci 
racteristios (in their comprehensive extent) being unhnpp 
but too rare, he was at a loss how to set about the task, 
he happened to observe the Bust of her GrandfalSit;r, renoa 
al/lu for the purity of hi& Chaiactei, 



m «■■!■ 
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Where are those twin born virtues seen ? 

*Tis _r shou'd learn of thee. 
May ev'ry noble trait he prov'd, 

My tende.' J^ymph, be thine ; 
May'st thou, like him, be dcaily lov*d. 

And ever like him shine. 
Then when the Minister of Time, 

Shall draw his ev'ning veil. 
When soaring to a better clime, 

Thou'rt greeted with a hail ; 

I Some weeping Bard, who knew thee well, 

(Shall write on Anna's stone. 
Shall every grace and virtue tell, 

.< By gentle Anna known, 

T 3 
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Shall prove thai lineal wa*^ ih.^ truth, 

And honor she posstss'd. 
That fresh and green in age and youths 

Those planls adorn'd her breast. 
Yet. oh ! may many, many years. 

Old time's memorial vCil, 
Ere any Bard's fast fljwing tears. 

For thee the tides shall swcU. 
May'st thou, dear maid, ere that sad hour, 

A Mother's duties prove. 
And Heav'n rich gems of blessing pour. 

In choicest fruit of love. 
Thus when thy slater spirits, crave. 

Thy presence i^: the skies, 
When beck'ning Angel'.s. signals wave. 

And call thee to arise j 



!^ 
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Thou yet shalt live, in mem'ry dear^ 
In those thou Icav'st behind ; 

Thy mystic mantle/ they shall wear. 
Around their hearts entwin'd. 



THE EJECTMENT^ 



Said a Rose to a Lily, usurper withdraw. 
For I come to abide on the pretty maid's 

check, 
'Tis my home and my place as decreed 

by a law. 
That no baby fac'd.rebel, like thee, shall 

e'er break. 



* By Mystic Mantle, is meant the Spiritual Veil or 
Tcriug of the Mind* 
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Tis agreed, *' said the Lily/' I own it thy 
right. 

Yet the sweetest of blisses I shall net 
forego, 

I shall find more extatic and hallow*d de- 
light. 

On my own little mountain, her Bosom 
of Snow. 
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THE bee; 



Lone, wand'ring ccr the htath clad wild, 

I met a vagrant Bee, 
Laden with sweets, tho* tir'd, he smil'd^ 

As thus he said to me. 
** Ha^t thou e'er heard of little Isle, 

Where fragrant roses bloom. 
Where warm'd by Marg'ret's sunny smile. 

They shed a glad "perfume ? 
Twas thence I came, at dawn of day. 

This morn, I thither stray'd. 

And there, as blushing qijeen of 'May, 

"^^^ - 
Beheld the charming maid. 

* i\ddreiscd to a young lady, on her requesting, the An- 
chor to write something on the Hyacinth the Lily, and the 
BosQ^ the three beauties of little Islaud Gardes. 
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I lingered, half the live long day, 

In tremulous amaze ; 
And bask'd in loves all cheering ray. 

From Marg'ret's orbit blaze. 
At length & Hyacinth, decreed, 

To taste extatic bliss. 
She honourd by a virgin meed. 

And gave the flow'r, a kiss. 
I, from my tulip tented shade. 

Flew to that envied flow'r, 
I stole the nectar of the maid. 

And bear it to my bow'r. " - 

But much I /car when I arrive, 

At my straw mantled goal. 
My jealous brothers of the hive^ ^ 

Will 'reave me of the whole. 
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For never did such balmy lymph, 

A tiny insect bring, 
As that which from the Island Nymph, 

I bear, beneath my wing." 



HOMER. 



Blind Homer liv'd in ancient days. 

And begg'd his scanty bread, 
All thro' the streets of Greece, his lays. 

He sung, as he was led. 
But when the bosom of the earth. 

The wretched Bard had press'd. 
Twelve cities claim'd the noble birtb,^ 

By which a world was blcss'd. 
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MMI 



I much mistake these niodcrn times. 

These days of 1 giitand lore. 
Or Homer, living, should his rhymes. 

Chant as he did of yore. 
The bloated ruffian merit sees. 

Clad in a b.ggar's garb,, 
Turns on his heel or lolls at ease. 

Or flings a taunting barb. 
The Man who is to sJenee bori\. 

Of talenis bright as rare. 
Shall surely be a child of scorn. 
Unless he pays his fare. 



t^ 
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M*M 



MARTHA 

WEEPS AT SAMUEL'S ORAVB* 



She wteps, and long her tears «hall fIoW> 
Her faithful bo8om> long shall heave^ 
H«r eye shiill shed the dews of woc> 
In pearly drops on SamuePs grave. 
There, o'er the Urn where worth is lai<i^ 
Where mortal care for ever sleeps^ 

Beneath the sombre Cypress shade» 

I 

Poor Martha, midnight vigil keep«» 
Lo ! the pale Moon uprears her head^ 
In solemn grandeur o'er the scene» ^ 
And weeping willows tears are she4# 
In hmpid floods upon the gree&. 

V 
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Nature will feci, it must be so. 
Bat Heav'a shall wipe the widow'^ cheeky ., 
S/jall bid her founiain cease to floW^ 
And bid her heart forbear to break ! 
Shall say thy Lord, thy best bclov'd. 
Whom here thou mourns and weeps &• 

sore. 
By my decree, hath been remov'd, 
Tj dwell with Angels evermore ! 



When God first form'd creation's plan^ 
And its unseen foundation laid, 
He will'd to deem an honest man. 
The noblest handy work he made ! 
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THE WORLD. 



What is the world ? experience tell the 

truth. 
Aloud proclaim it to the rising youth ; 
Stand thou a beacon high upon the rock, 
A light and guardian to the ruddy fldck. 
Shew them the follies of the painted jade. 
Her name is falsehood, sorrow is her 

trade. 
Mark how she smiles and jolls her wan* 

ton eye, 
On the young traveller who passqth by ; 
And if he turns at all, to gaic awhile. 
Increasing lure attends her fatal smile. 

U S 
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I have been fondly cradled in her arms? 
And deep enamoured of her tawdry 
charms* 



Thou old deceiver of unwary youth. 
Thou foe to peace, thou enemy to truth j 
Yes, I will sing thy hollow deep deceit, 
I will expose thee, thou accomplish'd 

cheat. 
When first thou led me dancing in thy 

train, 
I little thought thou meant my future 

pain ; 

Thou soft carcss'd me, whisp'ring in my 

ear, 
Avaunt to cowardice, remorse, and fear. 
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ic worU thus coax'cl me to flow'r wov'n 

b^^w'rs, 
snlaying glories from her lofty towVs ; 
* bid me worship at her glitfring 

shrine, 
A quaff her goblets of delicious wine, 
willing captive of her silken chain. 
Pleasure's lap, how cou'd I dream of 

pain ? 
0* wisdom sometimes, wou'd intrude 

and say, 
r for thy lifie, and be far hence away, 
d I will give thee wholesome bread to 

cat, 
id wine to drink untinctur'd widi deceit 



i 
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O ! then, the struggles lab'ring in my 

breast, 
My whining mistress lulling me to rest ; 
Wou"d tell me wisdom was a doting fool. 
And none but dotards wou'd obey her 

rule. 
With. leering looks of fondness in her 

eye. 
What depth of argument the jade wou'd 

try; 
She, deeply skill'd in cunning sly deceit, 
Wou'd, show new luces still to preserve 

the cheat 
Weirc I disgusted with her gaudy glare, 
Sbi: WQu'd assume aje$9 immodest air i 
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Fly. to her wardrol^e, change her guiltjr 

dress, 
* And seem the prototype of righteousness. 
Yes, she would be a saint, tho' full afc 

guile. 
And feiga« the sweetness of a sainted' 

smile; 
All all, to keep the maniac in her arms^ 
A wretched lover of unhallowM charms. 



One ev'ning straying in her fav'ritebow'r. 
Gazing, delighted,, on each blooming 

flow'r, 
A rose, in beauty, far above the rest, 
I press'd enamour'd, to my throbbing 

breast 
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This was a gift surpassing all she'd giv'n. 

Had most the stamp and semblance tea 

* 

of Hcav'n ; 
Indeed it seem'd to drain her trcasur'd 

store, 
lor^ getting this, I was to get no more- 
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r//£ HUNTSMAN, 



• 



The shouting Huntsman, Nimrod's an- 
cient breed, 

Now mounts elate, his sleekly shining 
steed ; 

Forth issues joyous to the neighboring 
plains. 

Frantic the blood is boiling in his veins^ 

The little timid Hare now hears the 
sound. 

Shrinks close to earth, and hugs the fal« 
low'd ground ; 

Her woes are Sportsman's joy, he does not 
care. 
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How pants the heart of the affrighted HarCi- 
Whose death and sufferings answer welt 

his ends, 
If they amuse a field of jolly friends. 
Friendship and love, o'er bumper brim her 

quotes, 
But both deny his savage pleasing notes*. 
They never riot in dumb nature's wrong* 
Nor o'er a dying creature raise a song^ 
No serious thought the Huntsman's soul 

employs. 
His God is riot, and his creed, is noise ; 
Engaged in giddy thought, his ardent 

mind, 
His senses dancing, and his judgment 

blind. 



a.' 
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MARK'S BOWER, 






) The ^ta'-s that ga^mg from the skiet* 

In Sj^angling lustre shine, 
\Are dim compar'd to Mary's cyea^ 

And Mary onte was mine. 
Ail ! me, 'twas in this happy spot# 

« 

Ben< ath the green Elm shade» 
i rear'd this consecrated grot. 

To Love, and to the Mad. 
Here pale fac'd Luna wilhtss bears^ 

To many a scene of woe, 
I Hete weeping woodbincsliaipidtq.iir;^ 

Distil a pearly ^\jWk 
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At solemn midnight's sUent hour. 
When drowsy mortals sleep, 

I bend my steps to Mary's Bow'r^ 
To mcdiialc and weep. 



SECOND EPITAPH FOR THE DOCTOR, 



When Sampsoti laid hold on his weapon* 

a bone, 
An infidel hodt in a trice were o'erthrowa. 
Such wonder we read of, that once came 

to pass, 
By death-dealing blows from the jaw of ^ 

an Ass* 
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lie Doctor, who lies 'neath this smooth • 

polish'd stone, 
^rought more by the marrow, indeed, 

than the bone ; 
he thousands he sent on death's errand 

before, 
J clear the rough road, ere himself waj 

no more, 
ou may safely conclude, as you chance 

here to pass, 
^ere all slain by the butter- milk braina 

of the Ass. 
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TO SARAH IN HE A/ EN ^ 



Oh ! Sarah once a world's delight. 
For ever dear, lamented Maid, 
Where is thy place, in realms of light* 
The blissful dwelling of thy shade ? 
Where shines the soul reviving ray. 
That beani'd in lustre from thine eye. 
The tongue that lur*d my griefs away. 
Or sweetly sung their lullaby ? 
Shall yet the Widow's deep drawn sigh. 
The litde sfiiv'ring orphan's tear. 
Receive that balm from tbee, on high. 
That thou administered whilst here. 
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Ah ! no, it never can be 90* 
Sarah's rctir'd from mortal care, 
. She never more shall look on woe. 
Nor weeping wretches' sorrows share. 
Alas ! in vain, the orphans sigh. 
In vain, fast flow, the widow's tears, 
Sarah, no more, with streaming eye» 
The dismal plaint of sorrow hears. 
I once was stricken to the heart, 
I bled, I languished, I was sick, 
I felt the lacerating dart. 
Strike home, and wound me to the quick* 
She, as a Minister of Grace, 
Pour'd in, the balmy oil and wine*^ 

X3 
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She brought me messages of peace. 
Warm from the lip of Truth Divine. 
Farewell, and when kind deawh sl^all send^ 
His pale fa.'d herald down for me, 
O ! may I join my sainted friend, 
And learn ihe songs of Heav'n from thee. 



THE SPORTSMAN. 

Tears are a tribute to the Sportamaa 

gay. 

And evry element must own his sway; 
His is the bird that skims the liquid air. 
The cunning Fox^the timid hearted Hare, 
His, too, the finny children of the wave. 
Sons of those waters which our meadows 
lave. 



ORIGINAL POEMS. 245 

Ev'n Chanticleer, the herald of the clay. 
Must bleed and perish for the Sportsman's 

play; 
He, that of old, drew tears from Peter's 

eye. 
To please the hero of the game, must die. 
The palsied widow sees her only joy. 
Staff of her age, her filial bosom'd boy ; 
F Torn from her withered arms, by rage, 

away. 
To glut the vengeful Sportsman's lordly 

sway. 
For Hodge returning from his fleecy 
L care. 

At ev'mng grey, had kill'd a tiny Hare. 

xs 
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JOB. 



I ONCE was gay. 

As flowVs in May, 
The world display 'd bcr treasures. 

How did her smile. 

At length, beguile ? 
Death lurk'd behind her pleasures^ 

Let those who can. 

Say, what is Man ? 
At best, a mourning creature ; 

Child of an hour, 

A fading {low*r> 
Mutation Lis graad feature. 



\ 
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Then shall I say ? 

Ah ! welladay ! 
And drooping, drink dejection j 

Drown deep in care, 

ShaJl I despair. 
And sink beneath reflection el 

Better to bear 

This weight of care. 
And dig for consolation ; 

There is a mine, 

A rock divine. 
Beyond all perturbation. 

The eastern ray, 

Once shed the day 
In gloiy, and in beauty i 
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Affliction's rod. 
Sent down from God 

At length, taught Job, his duty ; 
Till he confess'd. 
When sore distressed 

The power of God above. 
Who let him know. 
The shafts of woe. 

Were winged with wond'rous love 
Let those who can 
Say, what is Man i 

A crawling worm below. 
Whom, to refine. 
The rod divine. 

In love, afficts with woe. 
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Courage, my friends, 
God made a^nendsj 

For every stroke he gave, 

And Job well knew. 
The slorm that blew. 

Was sent, in love, to save. 



THE RINGLET. 



Say Juliet dear gnl> i^hat means that 

dark frown, 
That lours o'er thine eye, as a cloud ? 
Or is it the shade of that ringlet of brown. 
That veils the bright beam with its 

shroud ? 
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If 'twas pity that plac'd it» I sokmi 

vow, 1 

For one, Tc) dispense with her care. 
In prudently waving o'er Juliet's brc 
That curtain of russet brown hair«. 



THE DOVE. 



When the Author of Lotc, 

On the wing of a Dove, 
Came down, to bid us Mortals live ; 

The grandest design. 

Of the Cherub Divine, 
Was to teach Adam's Sons to forgive. 
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1 
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THE BAIjE. 



How did the Wise, 
The Babe despise. 

How did they fume and rage f 
When God came dowo> 
Without a frown, 

Tj blvss a guilty age. 



ALBERT'S EPITAPH. 



Re A DE R , shou«d^st thou, when passing hy^ 

At ev'ning grey, alone. 
Perchance the Epitaph descry. 

Engraved on this brown stone* 
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•fwill icU ihcc vhcTC a Eard's asleep^ 
Whose tears have ccas'd to flow. 

W hose avocaucn was to weep^ 
His own, and others woe. 

*Xvv as his to steal to Charlotte's shrine^ 

m 

At midnight's dreary hour. 
Round her dear Urn, his arms to tviine^ 

And shed a pearly show'r. 
The wretched Albert's steps were led'^ 

Thro' sorrow's varied maze. 
He mourned the living and the dead^ 

As bicathe, his weeping lays. 



rs 



